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THE  favorable  reception  wmch 
works  of  af'ciic  nature  have  met 
with  in  Public  ; the  falutary  ^ed 
they  have  had  in  Jfoftening  the  brow  of 
care.)  exciting  hilarity  around  the  fef- 
five  heard  and  difperfing  that  unwel- 
come vifitant  melancholy,  which  fo 
often  ajfails  thofe  who  c nfine  them- 
felves  entirely  to  logical Jiudies^  has 
induced  the  EliVTCiVi  to  undertake  the 
fubjoined  work,  which,  to  render 
more  interefiing  and  inflrudive,  he 
has  feleded  with  the  greateji  precau- 
tion, from  different  authors,  fuch  pie- 
ces as  may  without  exaggeration,  be 
termed  Pernaflian  Flowers. 


The  ship  CONSTITUTION. 
SONG  I. 


rP  Anchors,  clear  decks  boys  and,  eack  to 
^ his  nation, 

Stand  firm,  at  your  watch  and  belay  her  all 
fnng  ; 

Wh.it  e'er' be  the  voyage  of  our  bold  deuina- 


‘Tis  the  Hilp  Conftitntidn,  we‘ll  try  her  a lug, 
Wnat  tho^  at  the  heJrn  we  behoid  a Comman- 


Wkofe  Ikil!  we  have  fcarcely  yet  tried  on  the 
Main  : 

<Tls  the  owners  do  you  fee  who‘s  the  lofs  rf  we 
ftrand  ter. 

Have  placed  him  there  and  forbid  us  com- 
plain.— 


What  argufies  tellinc  of  this  that  and  tocher 
How  Commo lore' Washington  pot  her  to 
fea, 

And  trim'd  her  fo  cheer ly  to  all  kind  of  wea- 
ther, 

A fpar  was  not  fhiverVi  nor  parted  a 
HOiV  Adams  the  bold  lately  itood  on  the  Quar- 
ter 

And  ballanc'd  her  Canvafs  fo  v/dl  to  the  ^’ale 
Thro^  gulf  hre\ms  and  edciie^i  *b  kept  his  df:- 
part  are 


A 


her  to  port  under  fafe  eafy  fsii  -!- 
^ates  they  tell  us  of  Shoals  and  of 


'at  our  Ship  may  not  live  to  come 


lier  timbers  may  fail  w hen  Tornadoes  o^cr  take 


U8, 

J-Ier  mafts  by  the  board  and  her  hull  a’lawreck^ 

They  fty  as  how  Commodore  jEFFEasoH 
glories 

In  Tempeft  and  hurricanes  fea  fboals  and 
halts 

Thai  hc41  reaf  not  a rag  for  the  blaft  of  old 
Boreas, 

Nor  put  down  hishdmfor  a fhoal  : And  all 
that. 


But  Cheerly  my  lads  we  have  been  on  the 
Ocean 

A nd  rode  out  the  puSers  full  many^s  the  day— 

And  ftillmuft  the  gale  blow  and  dire  the  com-^ 
motion 

That  baiBes  our  flu  p or  our  bofoms  difmay — s 

Tho‘ foc&ibould  slTail  her  tho‘  the  tempeft 
fhould  rock  her 

Or  the  white  fquails  of  fadion  fiiould  take  her 
abeam, 

We‘ll  ftand  by  her  ftuH'vihile  a in  the 

Locker 

And  cling  toheriide  while  (he  Boats  on  the 
Stream. 


SONG  IL 

Bright  PI  oebus  has  mounted  the  chariot 
of  day, 

And  the  horn  and  the  hound  call  each  fportL- 
•*  man  away  ; 

woods  and  thro‘  meadows  with  fpee4 
now  bound 


X € Ti  tr. 


While  health  rofy  health  is  iit  t^trcu 
Hark  ! istbe  fwordta  tbcJouncL 
kerny 

And  eebOf  fwet  echo  makes  jovial  tbs  morn» 
Each  hill  and  each  valcy  is  iovely  to  view, 

While  Pufs  flies  the  covert  and  dogs  quick 
purfue  ; 

Behold  where  Ihe  flief  o^er  the  wide  fpreading 
plain 

While  the  loud  opening  pack  purfues  h^r 
amain. 


Hark  a^way,  (ffe> 

At  length  pufs  is  caught  and  lies  panting  for 
breath, 

And  the  fliout  of  the  huntfmin^s  the  fignal  for 
death, 

Ko  joys  can  delight  like  the  fports  of  the 
field, 

To  hunting  all  pleafure  and  paftime  muft  yield. 
Hark  afivajf  ^ c. 


SONG  m. 


OH  ! think  on  my  fate  Once  I freedom  en- 
joy'd, 

Was  as  happy  as  happy  could  be, 

put  pleafure  is  fled,  even  hope  is  deftroy^d, 

A captive  alas ! on  the  fea?— 

I was  taken  by  the  foe  ‘twas  the  fiat  of  fate. 

To  tear  me  from  her  1 a-dorc. 

When  tho't  brings  to  mind  my  once  happy 
eftate 

Hard,  hard  is  my  fate,  oh  I how  galling  my 
chain, 

My  lifers  flemm‘d  by  mifery‘8  chart ; 

And  tho<  ‘gainft  my  tyrant  I fcorn  to  complain^ 
Tears  gufli forth  to  cafe  my  f^d  heart. 


to  fhrink  tho‘I  feel  fharp  the 
bleeds  for  her  I adore  ; 
me  the  unfading  billows  will  da(h, 


How  fortune  deceives  I had  pleafure  in  tow, 
The  port  where  flie  dv/dt  was  in  view, 

But  the  wi£h  d nuptial  morn  was  o‘er  clouded 
with  v oe» 

Dear  Anne  I hurried  from  you, 

Our  ftiallop  was  boarded  l borne  away, 

To  behold  my  dear  Arme  no  more, 

Defpair  waftes  my  fpirits  my  form  feds  decay, 
He Jighedf  he  Jigbtd^  and  expired  at  tie  oar. 


SONG  IV. 


AWAK!E  my  mufic  with  fprightlleft  lay, 
And  ling  the  charms  of  verdant  May 
The  pride  cf  all  the  Yeai  — 

Reclined* by  fomc  fair  river  fide, 

Whofe  chriftal  ftreams  foft  murmuring  glide. 
And  countlcfs  fwe<^ts  appear. 

Hark  from  amid  yon  vocal  bufii, 

The  black  bird,  linnet  and  the  thrufh. 

In  concert  tune  the  lay, 

Or  in  fome  fiient  midnight  hour 
Her  plaint  fad  Philomela  pour, 

From  off  the  leafy  I'pray. 

Now  beauteous  nature  fmiles  around, 

?::.nd  varied  tints ad0rn  the  ground, 

And  every  valley  fings  : 

The  riling  crops  on  yonder  hills 
With  hope  the  farmers^  bofom  fills, 

What  joys  the  feafon  brings. 

Hail  happy  month  when  albionsfair, 

On  every  ardent  walk  appear, 
ilrike  the  admiring  eye  : 

Or  iiiforiit  clofe  fequdlcred  grove. 
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Secure  from  every  eye. 

But  charming  maid  with  cautioii  move, 

J^or  let  that  falfe  intruder  love 
Thy  happy  breaft  invade  ; 

Truft  not  too  far  cnticine:  man, 

WHio  in  thiB  yielding  feafon  can 
To  what  he  wil  1 perfuade. 

But  ebufe  fome  youth^s  fpotlcfs  mind. 

Who  free  f»  om  all  deceit  you  find, 

To  him  be  hind  and  true  ! 

Then  wiflies  foft  and  rapturous  joy, 

Shall  all  your  ravifb.‘d  tbo<t8  employ, 

Apd  every  month  be  May. 

S O N G V. 

There  are  grinders  enough,  Sirs,  of  every 
degree, 

f*rom  the  jewcbdecked  great,  to  low  poverty, 
Whatever  theflation  it  IharpenMhe  lenfe, 

And  the  wheel  it  goes  found,  Sirs,  to  wind  in 
the  pence. 

}ilajier  grinders  enough^  at  the  helm  ymt  may  Jind^ 
With  penknives  re^brs.  to  grinds 

I am  hut  d jour knives  togrlnd. 

Whatever  the  fialefman  may  think  of  b*mfelf 
He  turns  fortunes  wheel  in  purfuit  of  the  pelf. 
He  grinds  back, and  edge  Sirs, bis  ends  to  obtain. 
And  his  country  may  ftarVe^fo  he  pohbet  s the  gain  • 
Mq/Ur  grinders  ^ life. 

The  rich  grind  (he  poor,  is  a faying  of  old, 
Thcmerckantthe  tradfraan, you  need  not  betold. 
Whether  Pagan, Mahometan,  or  Chiftian  yoube. 
There  are  grinders  of  ail  forts,  of  every  degree. 

Majler  grinders^  IS c. 

The  patriot,  with  zeal  animated  declares 
The  curtain  he*ll  draw,  and.  dictofe  the  ftate 
players ; 

He  is  % ftaupch  grinder, to  fome  ^tis  well  know  n. 


The  E C H O. 


And  they're  mightily  galled  by  the  grit  of  his 
ftone. 

Majter  grhiders^  ^c. 

t too,  am  a grinder  but  whit,  Sirs,  of  that  ? 

I am  but  In  tafte,  fince  I copy  the  great  ; 

To  be  Sirs,  ingenuous,  Ml  tell  you  my  mind, 
*Ti8  for  what  I can  get  makes  me  willing  to 
giind. 

Mailer  grinder ^ £5* 


SONG  VI. 


Good  morning  my  friends,  and  what  is  the 
news, 

Arid  what  makes  you  look  fomuch  lower  than 
.you  U3<d— 

Tradingit  is  low  and  Pm  much  abus*d, 

Is  what  makes  me  look  fo  much  lower  than 
I us‘d—  ' 

The  trading  it  is  low  and  T‘ve  got  no  money, 
And  have  no  way  at  ah  for  to  get  one  penny, 
And  charity  is  .not  us‘d  by  many . 

I‘ve  nothing  to  lend,  Pve  nothing  to  fpend, 

I<ve  nothing  to  do  but  tarry  at  home, 

Settini^in  my  chair  drawing  nigh  to  the  rire, 
i ftH  alleep'like  an  idle  drone  ; 

And  in  my  flec6  1 dreamed  a dream, 

I faw  a piay  aded  without  any  feene, 

And  1 co«ld  not  tell  what  this  play  did 
mean. 

At  length  I did  difeover  what  this  play  did 
meam, 

The  aftorS  of  the  play  were  all  mankind ; 
There  was  fomething  pecutiar  to  be  feen, 
Tif/as  of  this  world  which  wc  are  in  ; 

And  when  the  play  was  ended  they  on  the  fiage 
did  Eing, 
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Then  tkere  was  ne  difference  between  the  beg- 
gar and  the  king, 

This  it  was  that  the  play  d id  mean. 

The  firft  one  that  mounted  the  ftage  I do  pro* 
teft, 

Was  time  with  his  feythe  and  hi«  glafs  in  his 
hand — 

T’  e circle  of  the  globe  upon  his  breaft, 

To  fhow  that  the  fame  he  did  command 
^ time  for  to  get  and  a time  for  to  fpcad, 

A time  for  to  borrow  and  a time  for  to  lend, 
And  a time  when  all  things  have  an  end. 

Then  Difiim  illation  mounted  the  ftage^ 

And  he  was  drefsM  in  gallant  attire— 

He  was  acquainted  with  youth  and  age 
And  all  fuch  company  he  did  admire  ; 

They  could  entertain  him  upon  the  Very  beft, 
And  in  tbeir  hearts  could  take  quiet  reft, 

So  turn  coats  always  fare  the  beft. 

Then  Charity  came  in,  fhe  looked  wond^rous 
old. 

And  fhe  was  drefs^d  in  loofe  holland  fleeves 
She  waslhivering  with  the  cold. 

The  worid‘6  full  of  rebels  worfe  than  thicTcs, 
I^ve  been  in  the  dty  and  in  the  country. 

Among  ah  people  of  every  degree^ 

And  I found  no  room  for  Charity.  ^ 

Next  truth  come  in,  ihe  was  clothed  in  wooi^ 
She  fays  of  this  world  it  is  full,  full,  full, 

The  country  s full  of  rebels  the  city^  full  of 
knaves, 

The  world  is  full  of  rebels,  worfe  than 
thieves— 

The  town  is  full  of  poverty,  the  city‘sfull  of 
pride,  ^ 

Such  underhanded  dealings  I never  faw  bcftdcjd 
And  ihs  ufurcr«§  bag  is  weUfuppiy'd. 


Then  Cptifcicnce  came  in  with  his  hat  in  hin 
hand, 

/indhe  wasdrefa^d  like  ^ gent leman^ 

The  lawyers  they  all  jeer'd  at  him, 
Fpintingiheir  fingers  to  fee  him  ft  and— 

He  began  for  to  tell  them  of  their  latter  days 
WhiGh  put  the  lawyers  into  luch  a rage 
They  kicked  poof  Conicience  off  the  Aage. 

Hark,  hear  the  trupipets  and  the  drums  they 
do  beat 

And  cannons  jcome  rattling  through  the  town, 
Hear  the  trumpets  and  the  drums  they  do 
beat 

Enough  for  ta  tumble  our  churches  down  | 
In  come  Mars  the  great  God  of  war, 

And  bid  them  face  about  juft  as  they  were, 

And  when  1 awoke  1 iat  in  my  chair. 

^ O N G VII. 

Fa INT  and  wearily  the  *.vay*wom  traveller, 
Plods  unchceringly  afraid  to  fto  p, 
Wandering  drearily  a fad  unravciief, 

Ofthe  mazes  to  the  mountain‘s  top ; 
Doubling,  fearing  while  his  courfe  hc‘S  fteering, 
Cottages  appearing  as  he's  nigh  to  drop, 

O how  brilkly  then  the  way-worn  traveller 
Treads  the  mazes  to  the  mountains  top. 

Tho*  fo  melancholy  day  has  pafTed  by, 

'T  would  be  folly  how  to  think  on^t  more, 
Blythe  and  jolly  he  the  can  holds  faft  by, 

As  he‘s  Jetting  at  the  goat-herds  door ; ^ 
Bating  quaffing*— at  palTed  labours  laughing. 
Better  far  by  half  n fpirits  than  before 
O how  merry  theft  the  refted  traveller, 

Seem)  v;hile  fitting  at  the  goat-herds  door. 
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SOI^G  VUL 

The  FARMER’S  PATRlOTiC  ODE. 

Tunc-^ryV^r  of  Brap* 

FROMtli*  foil  our  fathers  dearly  bo*t| 

FJo toe  their  Ibnsfaall  fever; 

The  laws,  for  which  our  heroes  fought^ 
Shall  guard  their  rights  forever. 

When  Joes  inx^adS’^^with  beartand  h&nd^ 

We  ll  cro<u)d  tbefsld  of  aldion  ; 

From  Gallic  ivejds,  purge  ourdand^- 
Aud  crvjij  the  repiile  faBion, 

Ere  Jacobins  fhall  lord  it  lierei 
Or  we  for  Frenchmen  labor, 

The  pruning  hock  fhall  dart,  zfpear^ 

The  plough  (hare  glow,  -^Jabre  ! 

V/btn  foes,  feV. 

Let  GalUa^s  pirates  crofs  the  waves, 

To  afii  a contribution  ; 

On  land,  we  il  point  them  to  their  graves; 
By  Sea,  the  ^Constitution. 

V/ljcn  foe 5^ 

Our  fwains  fhali  quit  thdr  Icver’sarmsj 
And  Victory  fl  all  lead  'em  ; x 
Thehuiband  leave  do  me  (tic  charmS;, 

And  know  no  fiirnd  but  Freedom. 
IVhfnfoeSi  ^ c* 

The  free-born  child,  the  tender  ^ife, 

Shall  brave  each  f:.d  difafter  ; 

The  wolfs  dread  yell,  the  favage  knife 
But,  fpiirn  a Gallic  mafter. 

Whe7i  foes  invadet  CoUmbias  friends 
Sbctil  crez^d  the  feld  of  abiiou, 

J^ck  to  the  <vtaxcs  repel  the  fiends  y.. 

Tkc^t  I evi  the  }eedi  offcQwn^ 


B 


u 


The  echo. 


SONG.  IX. 

COME  all  Grenadiers  let  us  join  hand  in 
hand, 

And  fwear  by  our  country  moft  truly  to  ftand  ; 
Round  the  banners  of  liberty  manfully  ranges 
Refolv’d  to  prefcrve  it  unblemifh’d  by  change 
And  Eiould  our  proud  foes  in  their  infults 
pel  aft, 

Their  arts  as  their  arms  we  will  ftrmly  refill^ ; 
For  our  glorious  freedom  <vjs  drefiv  ^vitb  our 
breath 

And  wih  it  q.ue*Hkeep  itmfully*d  till  death. 

Our  caufe  truly  noble,  and  honor  our  guide. 
The  defence  of  cur  country  fliall  e’er  be  our 
pride, 

Determin’d  her  dear  Independence  to  guards, 

In  her  happintfs  only  \ve*ii  feek  our  reward  5 
/ For  her  cv’ry  labor  endur’d  will  be  fweet, 

For  her  €V“’ry  danger  we’H  cheerfully  meet, 

For  our  glorious^ 

From  our  fathers  who  gaiiiM  it,  our  freedoHr^ 
we  hold, 

Audit  ne’er  by  their  Tons  Ihall  be  cowardly 
iold, 

To  guard  it  our  fortunes  (hall  freely  be  fpe nt 
But  to  buy  it,  Columbia  will  ne’er  give  a 
cent : 

Then  let  It  by  Frenchmen  be  well  underftood,. 
That  if  we  muft  purchafe,  our  price  is,  ou? 
Blood*. 

For  our  glorious 

S O N G X. 

ON  the  green  fe  dgv banks  olthe  fweet  wmd-^ 
ing  Tay, 

4b  blithe  the  woodlark  that  carols  in  May— 
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1 pafc  the  gay  moments  with  joy  and  delight, 
i^or  peace  chef  the  mom  and  content  crown'^.d 
the  night  ; 

Till  love  taught  young  hope,  nay  youth  to  de- 
ceive, 

What  we  wifh  to  be:  true,  love  bids  us  believe-* 

Wherever  ' v/ander  o^er  bill,  dale,  or  grove, 
Young  Sandy  wii,  foUo‘4'  with  fvveCw  tales  of 
love  ; 

EnraptiirM  he  vow\1  with  a kifs  anda  figh. 

If  Jemmy  proves  crueU  ! 1 muft  die  ! . • 

A YiiUth  fo  engaging,  with  ea.fe  might  deceive. 
Wiv  t we  with  to  be  truct  love  bids  us  believe. 

He  fcole  iny  fond  heart,  then  he  kft  me 
mourn , 

For  peace  and  contentment  which  nekr  can 
nt.urn  ; 

From  the  down  to  the  beau,  the  Fx  are  all  art, 
They  cornplain  of  the  wound  but  vve  fed  not 
the  fmart  ; 

We  join  in  the  fraud,  and  curfelves  we  deceive. 
What  we  wiOi  to  be  tiu,e,Icvc.bids  us  believe^ 


SONG  XI. 


pride  of  every  /hady  g^rove, 
Upon  the  banks  of  Banna. 


I for  her  my  home  forfook, 

Near  yon  mifty  mountain, 

Left  my  fiiock,  my  p^pe,  my  crook/ 
Green  wood,  <hadeand  fountain. 

Never  fliali  1 fee  them  more, 

Until  her  returning  ; 

AH  the  joys  of  life  are  okr, 

From  giadnefs  chaiigM  to  morning, 

Whither  is  my  charmer  flov;n  I 


tS 
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Shepherds  tell  ir.e  whither  ! 

Ah  * J702  me,  perhaps  me’s  gone 
Forever  and  forever. 

SONG  Xlf. 

Description  o?  a Woman. 

IVritten  hy  a }Aan* 

AW  OM  A N IS  like  to — but  ilr/ — 

What  a Woman  is  like  who  cau  fay  ? 
Ther'cs  ao  living  with  or  without  one— 

Love  bites  like  a fly. 

Now  an  ear,  now  an  eye— 

Buz,  buz,  always  buzzing  about  oaCf 
When  ihc's  tender  and  kind. 

She  is  iik^  to  my  mind , 

(A.nd  Fanny  was  fo,  I remember.) 

She's  like  to— Oh  dear  1 
Sbh’s  as  good  very  near 
As  a ripe  melting  peach  in  September. 

If  file  laugh  and  fhe  chat, 

Play,  joke,  and  all  that, 

And  with  fmllee  aad  goodhumourihe  m^etsme* 
She's  like  a vich  dl(h, 

Of  ven'fon  and 

That  cries  from  the  tahk'^  come  eat  me/* 

But  (hcMl  plague  you s and  vexyou, 

Diftrad  aad  perplex  you, 

Falfe  hearted  and  ranging, 

Unfeltlcd  and  changing, 

Vv  hat  then  do  you  think  fhe  is  like  ? 

Like  a fand  ? like  a rock  I 
Like  a wheel  I like  a clock  ? 

Aye,  like  a clock  that  is  al  ways  at  ftrike. 

Her  head's  like  the  ill  and  folks  tell  on, 

1 Which  nothing  but  monkies  can  dwell  Qn$ 
Her  heart's  like  a lemon-iw-ro  nice, 
bhe  car/es  for  each  lover  a (lice  : 
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trath  itie’s  to  me, 

Like  to  like  the  fea, 

■Whofe  racing  wh\  Ijarliin  to  no  man ; 

Like  a mid.  like  a pid. 

Like  a fliil.  like  a wha  e, 

Like  anafSjiike  a glafs, 

Whofc  image  is  com'tant  to  no  man  ; 

Like  a ffow^ , tike  a fhow'r, 

Like  a fly,  like  a pye, 

Lilie  a pea,  like  a ^*"3, 

Like  a thief,  like — in  brief, 

She’s  like  nothing  on  earth,  but  a woman* 

SONG  xm. 

Description  or  a Mam* 

IVritUn  hy  a fVoma/i-^ 

A M N,  he  is  like  tc--^biL  (fay, 

Sx  To  what  he*8  unlace  who  can  fay  ? 
And  yet  we  can  fcarce  do  without  him  ; 

Love  feta  in  his  breaft 
Like  a hen  on  her  neft, 

And  his  chickens  arc  fcratching  about  hini. 

When  he’s  pleas’d  I am  i^aeez’d, 

Wlien  lie’s  not  1 am  teaz’d, 

Ar«id  1 never  can  tcli  v^here  to  fmd  him  ; 

He  is  like  an  old  horie, 

V/orth  but  little  and  crofs, 

And  a woman  is  fooiifh  to  mind  him. 

I f he  chance'  to  hut  fmile, 

And  look  pleafent  a while, 

And  come  chattering  round  like  a chicken — 
He  is  like  a gay  lark, 

But  a falfe  hearted  fpark, 

And  hi§  !-athtrs  are  fcarcely  worth  pickings 

Bi:t  '.vhen  he  is  vext, 

ConiUb^d  and  neiD^ext, 

b 


It 
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Deceitful  and  vicious. 

Bale,  talfe,  and  mdicious, 

He  is  like— hard  to  ipeak  it  ntyfdf— 

He  rsiikc  to—- a!as~! 

Like  a fnake  in  the  grafs, 

He  is  then,  only  then,  like  himlclf. 

His  head's  like  a butcher's  full  fiiop. 

Beef,  inutton  and  pork,  or  what  not ; 

His  heart's  like  a pail  of  old 
Which  the  oiFal  contributes  to  till : 

In  fhort  to  a wife, 

He  is  like  a cafe  knife, 

To  cut  up  my  cake  or  my  cheefc  ; 

Like  a faint  when  he's  civil. 

But  if  not,  like  the  devil ; 

But  will  turn  to  whatever  he  pleafe  : 

To  a hog,  to  a dog. 

To  a hare,  to  a bear, 

Whofe  cruelty  yieldeth  to  uc  man  : 

X^ikc  a moufc,  like  a goofe. 

Like  a mule,  like  a fool. 

Like  a lane,  Wkc  a vane, 

Like  a leaf,  like-^in  brief, 

He's  like  every  thing  elfe,  but  a Womam. 

SONG  XIV. 

Fair  liberty  ! whom  heaven  gave 
But  where  peculiarly  it  lovts  ; 

And  put  off  all  it  meant  for  (live 
With  orange  bow'rs  and  citron  groves  : 
The  children  of  the  frozen  north. 

Where  nature  half  her  gifts  retains, 
f Arc  doom'd  to  tame  the  churlilh  earth* 
For  taftclefs  fruits,  and  tardy  graiub  ; 

Yet  while  their  weary  talk  they  ply, 

By  thee  their  fainting  Ibuls  are  cheer'd  I 
' Hp  unfedi^g,  Lord  is  nigh, 
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ip 

No  rode  are  feen,  no  chains  are  heard  t 
Still  as  they  guide  the  delving  plough, 

Or  bind  pale  Autumr/s  fcinty  ftore ; 

To  thee,  their  manly  lives  they  vow, 

To  thee,  their  grateful  ftrains  they  pour  ! 

SONG  XV, 

H E rofe  had  been  wafh’d  juft  wa£h'd  ia 
X alhowV, 

That  Mary  to  hniia  conveyed  ; 

A plentiiui  moifture  encumber’d  the  ftowV, 
And  weigh  d down  its  beautiful  head. 

The  cup  was  all  iillM,  and  the  leaves  were  all 
wet, 

And  feem*d  at  a fancibil  view, 

To  weep  with  regret  for  the  buds  it  had  kft^ 
On  the  fiourifhing  bufh  where  it  grew, 

I haftily  feiz’d  it,  unfit  as  it  was, 

For  a nofe-gay,  fo  dripping  and  drown’d# 
And  ftiaking  it  rudcly-^too  rudely,  alas  ! 

I fnaptit— it  fell  to  the  ground. 

And  fuch”  I exclaim'd  is  the  pitilefs  part, 
Some  adt  by  the  delicate  mind, 

Regardlefs  of  wringing  and  breaking  the  heart, 
Already  to  forrow  refign'd, 

This  beautiful  rofe,  had  1 ftiaken  lefs* 

Might  have  bloom'd  with  the  owner  a while, 
And  the  tear  that  is  wip'd  with  a little  addrefs, 
May  be  follow’d,  perhaps,  with  a fmilc.*’ 

SONG  XVI. 

Hark,  hark,  from  the  woodlands  the  loud 
fwelHng  horn 

invites  to  the  fports  of  the  chafe, 

IIcw  ruddy,  how  bright,  and  how  cheerful  the 
morn, 
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How  healthy  andbrnomlng  each  f 
21?  the  ^ro^'e  ^with  D:a'2ay  J’ i1  aw'iy  ;• 

Nor  I of:  the  delights  of  ihe  snorn. 

7he  hounds  are  all  outy  harkx  hark  Jor";.uar.h, 
awayy 

Wljile  echo  replies  to  the  horn* 

Gay  health  dill  attends  thro’  the  fports  of  the 
field, 

O’er  mountain  and  ▼alley  wc  go  : 

The  joy  of  the  chafe,  health  and  pieafare  can 
yield, 

No  wifhes  beyomi  i'  we  know. 

To  the  grove,  ^hfc. 

Our  innnrent  ^aflimes  each  virgin  may  fhare. 
And  the  cenriire  of  envy  defy. 

While  Cupid  foon  follow’d  by  grief  and  def- 


The  bleffmg  of  youth  would  deftroy. 

To  tbegro'ie,  iyc. 

SONG  XYiL 

Awake  from  delufion  yc  fone  of  the 
brave  ; 

Cries  the  Genius,  that  watches  our  Free-^ 
dom  and  Fame 

Thy  virtue  no  longer  from  rapine  can  fave,  , 
Since  Gallia’s  light  up  of  ditcenuon  the 
flame. 

Then  to  arms  let's  repair, 

While* our  avrongs  pit  the  air. 

That  France  and  the  world  may  behold, 

That  our  freedom  our  fame. 

And  our  •virtuous  name. 

We  prize  above  friendfJnp  and  gold. 

Away  vdiik  the  veil,  which  thy  charity  fpread 
O’er  the  deeds  of  a naiipu,  where  tj  i anis 


pair 


pchde  j 
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No  glory  of  thine  c:in  its  influcEce  !hed. 

On  the  frknds  of  deception,  dtftrudion  and 
pride. 

The^y  £5' r. 

Arifefrom  thy  bowers  of  contentment  and  eafe> 

And  gird  on  the  fword  of  thy  vengeance 
anew. 

For  in  vain  would  thy  w-irdom  their  madnefs 
appeaie, 

in  vain  will  tby  caution  their  plottings  pur  fue. 

7 hen,  Igc. 

B^ep  dyM  with  the  blood  of  the  valiant  and 
good, 

And  clothed  with  deformity,  guilt  and  def- 
pair, 

In  the  portal  of  peace,  like  demons,  they’ve 
ftood, 

And  poifon’d  with  venom  fweet  liberty’s  air. 

Then,  e 

To  freedom,  to  virtue  and  blifs  they  pretend. 

And  vauntingly  ofe  redemption  to  flaves  ; 

While  abroad  thro*  the  world  th^  ir  alTafiins 
they  fend, 

And  prove  by  each  law  that  they  glory  Ja 
knaves. 

Then, 

Rikjfcornful,  my  Tons,  from  a friendlhip  fo 
bafe, 

And  again  be  the  banner  of  freedom  unfurl’d  5 

While  time  on  his  records  Columbia  Iball 
place— 

The  VRiDE^the  DB LIGHT,  and  the  soast  of 
the  WORLD,. 

5T ten,  fS* r. 

SONG  xviir. 

How  bright  are  the  joys  of  the  table, 

I mean  when  the  ciothls  remov’d  J 
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Our  hearts  ?re  fad  held  hy  acable^ 

While  round  the  dt canter  is  iiiov'dy 

The  ladies  all  rife  to  retire. 

We  dand  up  an'  ' look  very  grave  t 

A buruptr  then  draw  round  the  fire- 
Determin'd  like  fouls  to  behave. 

My  fcrvant.  he  knows  j rn  a toper. 

Glean  glalTeS:  of  wine  a rec/cuit  i’" 

He  brings  in  a iin  bottle  cooper, 
AndpiaccvS  it  ciofe  at  my  foot. 

I gingerly  t^>ke  up  a bottle, 

The  lawrd'ift  i puff  from  his  coat  ; 

The  cork  out,  he  fines  in  the  th'rottle, 
put  tweeter  than  Mira  his  note  ! 

What  gentleman  ccife  now  choof'is 
The  complimcm  comes  irpm  the  fair  ; 

IsTo  gentleman  cofec  refufes, 

But  not  a man  flirs  from  h^s  chair. 

Tho*  Frenchnien  may  do  fo,  I bar  it, 
With  Britiih  poiitenefs  I think  ; 

While  Monfieur  we  thank  for  his  clarety 
He  never  iliali  teach  us  to  drink. 

Gay  Hebe  no  w /h  e w s ip  A p ol  1 o . 

.4  ftniggie  'twixt  claret  and  wit  ; 

For  Bacchus  in fifts  he  (hail  ^v%^a]low, 

Six  bumpers  before  he  may  (it. 

Ye  fair,  why  fo  ill  Ihoald,  we  treat  you, 
To  pdrt  tre  the  bottle  is  w-on  ? 

M fupper.  A polio  fUali  meet  you, 

And  fhew  you  what  Bacctuis  has  dong^ 

SONG  xi:^e 

y>EAR  Kathleen,  you  no  doubt, 

JL^  Find  deep  how  very  f?reet  his ; 

Dogs  bark,  and  cocks  have  crow'd 
You  never  dream  how  late  'tis. 

This  morning  gay, 


E c H a 


I poft  away, 

To  have  wiih  you  a bit  of  play. 

On  two  legii  rid 
Along  to  bid 

Good-morrow  to  your  mght-cap» 

Laftni^lit  a little  b 'Ofy, 

With  whi&y  ale,  and  cyder^ 

I rf*c’d  young  B.tty  Blowzy, 

Tty  let  me  lit  b.  nde  her^ 

Her  anger  rofe. 

And,  four  a a sloes. 

The  iittie  gipu  y 00*015:^  her  nofe  | 

• Ye  the  re  Fvtiid 
Yuongj  to  bid 

Good-morro A to  yonr  night-cap. 

Beneath  the  honey-fuckle, 

The  daifyaod  theviltt 
Compeie  fo  fweet  a ti  tickle, 

Theyli  tempt  you  hne  lo  fp oil  it^ 

Sweet  Sah  and  Bdl 
Tve  plea?'^d 

But  hold,  1 muft  nt  kifs  and  tcH> 

So  here  Fve  rid, 

/^long,  to  bid 

G'ood-morrovv  to  your  night 

' e O N G XX. 

QlM^L’CiTY ! thouTavMte  child 
.0  Qf  heavVily  Nature,  chafte  and  mild  j 
S wee  t guard  of  playfu  1 youth  i 
Thy  naked nefs  ia  thy  dclence. 

Thy  vUent  gediire  eloquence  j 
Thy  eloquence  is  truth. 

Ah  ! fay  then  who  couM'  injure  thee^ 
Nature  vS  lov’d  babe— ^mpiicity  f 
So  f ?^cet,  fo  cha^,  fo  miid  *: 

The  v?orft  of  wretches,  who  has  n ot 
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Thy  pwnt's  traces  long  forgot, 

Could  never  hurt  it's  child. 

SONG  XXL 

wealthy  fool  with  gold  in  fcoir. 
i Will  ftill  defire  to  grow  richer. 

Give  me  but  thefe,  I alk  no  morei 
Mf  charming  girl,  my  friend  and  pltcheir. 

My  friend,  Jo  rars^  my  girl,  fo  fairy 
With  fuct  what  tn<trtal  eart  hs  rickery 
Give  me  butthejs-^a  Jig  for  carcy 
With  my  Jwset  girly  my  friend  aftd  ftieber^y 
From  morning  fun  I'd  never  grieve^ 

To  toil  a hedger  or  a ditcht  r, 

If  that  when  I come  home  at  eve, 

1 might  enjoy  my  friend  and  pitcher. 

My  friend  /&  f arey  life* 

Tbo*  fortune  ever  ihuns  my  door, 

1 knew  not  what  can  fo  bewitch  her  ; 

With  all  my  heart — can  1 tc  poor. 

With  my  fweet  girl,  my  friend,  skd  pitcher  f 
My  friend  fo  rarey  ftfr. 

S O N G XXIL 

Distress  me  with thofe tears  BO morci. 

One  kifs,  my  love,  and  then  adieu  3 
The  laft  boat  deftin’d  for  the  fhore 
Waits,  deareft  girl,  alone  for  you-^ 

Soon,  loon,  before  the  light  winds  boraeji 
Shall  I be  fever’d  f;om  your  fight  ; 

You,  left  the  lonely  hours  to  mourn. 

And  weep  through  many  a ftormytught. 

When  far  along  the  reftlefs  deep. 

In  trim  array  the  (hfp  fhalincer; 

Your  form  remembrance  ftilHhall  keep. 

Your  worth,  afit^pn  ftill  revere  i 
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And  with  the  diilancc  from  yuur  eye»> 

My  love  for  you  fhall  be  increased, 

As  to  the  pole  the  needle  lies, 

And,  fartkeft  off,  fliil  varies leaft. 

While  round  the  bowl  the  cheerful  crew 
Shall  fing  of  triumphs  on  the  main. 

My  thought  (hall  fondly  turn  to  you, 

Of  you  alone  (hail  be  my  ftrain  : 

And  when  we've  bowM  the  leaguing  foe. 
Revengeful  of  my  country's  wrong, 

Returning  home  my  heart  (liall  (hew. 

No  fidlion  g^rac'd  my  artkfsfong. 

SONG  XXIII. 

THO’  prudence  may  prefs  me, 

And  duty  dii^rtfs  me, 

Againll  inclination,  ah  ! what  can  they  do  i 
No  longer  a rover, 

His  follies  are  over, 

My  heart,  my  fond  heart  fays,  my  Henry  is  true, 
Thi  bee  thus  as  changing, 

From  fwcet  to  fweet  ranging, 

A rofe  ibouM  he  light  on,  ne'er  wiihes  toftrayf 
With  raptures  pofftffing. 

In  one  ev'ry  bkfiing, 

Tiil  torn  from  her  bofom  he  flies  fcr  away. 
SONG  XXIV. 

HOW  happy  the  woman,  whofc  charms 
Gain  fwcet -hearts  duck  all  in  a row  ! 

That  if  one  (hould  defert  from  her  arms, 

She  ft  ill  haf  two  ftrings  to  her  bow. 

Should  Thomas  prove  falfc-rcould  he  rob 
My  heart  of  its  quiet  ? Oh  no-— 
for  if  Thomas  is  gone  there  is  Bob ; 
j ftiU  have  two  ftrings  to  my  bow, 

C 
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Then  *tisnot  fo  common  a thing 
Can  vex  me,  i’dbavfe  you  to  know  I 
Since  i have  two  bfeaux  to  my  firing, 

As  well  as  two  fti  ings  to  my  bow. 

SONG  XXV. 

LOREi  what  care  I for  mam,  or  dad  J 
Why  let  them  fcold  and  bellow  I 
Fojr  while  i live  I’illovc  my  lad, 

He"s  iiich  a charming  fellow. 

The  iaft  fair  day,  on  yonder  green, 

The  youth  he  danc’d  fo  well-o 
So  fpruce  a lad  was  never  feen, 

As  my  fweet  charming  fellow. 

The  fair  was  over,  night  was  comcj  • 

The  lad  fome  v^hat  mellow, 

Says  he , my  dear,  1*11  fee  you  home, 

1 thank’d  the  charming  fellow. 

We  trudg’d  along,  the  moon  fhone  bright^ 

Says  he,  my  fweeteft  Nell-o, 
i‘ll  kifs  you  here  by  1 his  good  light, 

Lord,  what  a charming  fellow . 

You  rogue, fays  I,  you’ve  Hopp’d  my  bre  ith  t 
Ye  bells  ring  out  my  knell-o  ; 

Again  i’d  die  fo  f^^eet  a death 
With  fuch  a charming  fellow. 

SONG  XXVI. 

SIR  Solomon  Simons,  when  he  did  wed, 
Blulh’d  buck  as  a crow  his  fair  lady 
did  blufh  light : ' 

The  dock  ftruck  twelve,  they  were  both  tuck’d 
in  bed ; 

In  the  chimney — a rulh  light, 

A little  farthing  lu/h  lights- 
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Sir  SoiOinon  gav^  his  lady  s nudge — 
pries  he,  “Lady  Simonsj  there’s  yaitly  toq 
much  light 

Then  Sir  Solomon,  ' ’ fays  fhe,  to  get  up 
you  cannot  grudge, 

And  blow  out  the  rufb  light, 

The  little  farthing  rulh  light, 

Fal,  lal,  lal,  iai,  la. 

And  blow  out  the  rufii  right.’’ 

Sir  Solomon  then,  out  of  bed  pops  his  toes, 
And  vaftly  he  fwore,  and  very  much  did  curfe 
light; 

And  then  to  the  cbminey,  Sir  Solomon  he 
goes, 

And  he  putTd  at  the  rufh  light. 

The  little  farthing  rulh  light. 

But  poor  Sir  Solomon 
Cou’d’nt  blow  out  the  rulh  light. 

Lady  Simons  got  ou*”,  in  her  night  cap,  fa 
■ neat, 

And  over  the  carpet  fhe  did  bnifh  fight  ! 

And  there  fhe  found  Sir  Solomon,  in  a heat, 
Puifi»ig  at  the  ru(h  i ight,. 

The  little  farthing  rulh  light  . 

But  neither  of  the  two 
Could  blow  out  the  rulh  fight. 


Sir  Solomon  and  Lady,  their  breath  quire 
gone, 

Rang  the  bell  in  a rage,  determin'd  to  criifh. 
light. 

Half  afleep,  in  bis  fhirt,  then  up  came  John, 
And  he  puffM  at  the  rulh  light, 

The  little  farthing  ru^  light. 

But  none  of  the  family 
Could  blow  out  the  rulh  light. 


^ook,  coachmen  and  maids,  very  near  ail  in 
0i  ^uff, 

fJome,  and  fwore,  in  their  lives,  they  never  met 

with  fuch  light  5 
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And  each  of  the  family  by  turns  had  a 
At  the  little f arthing  rufh  light , 

The  curit farthing  rulh  light, 

But  all  that  they  could  do 
Couldhit  blow  out  the  rufh  light. 

The  watebmau  at  lad,  went  by  crying — one  ! 
Here,  watchman  come  up,  on  you  we  might 
on  worfe  light ; 

Then  up  came  the  watchman  the  bufinefs  it 
was  done, 

For  he  turn’d  down  the  rufh  light, 

The  little  Farthing  Rufli  Light ; 

So  the  bufinefs  it  was  done, 

For  he  turn’d  down  the  Rufli  Light. 

. S O N G XXVIL 

My  mother  fays,  Tm  now  fix‘^ecn, 

Muft  drefs-^in  the  beau  raondc  be  feen, 
Reply  to  all  the  vows  of  men , 

Noy  no,  no, 

fwceteH  buds  there  canker  lies. 

And  in  the  rofe  fharp  thorns  arife ; 

All  this  flic  f^ys  to  make  me  wife, 

And  fay  no. 

When  Henry  t’other  morning  came, 

Profefs’d  with  every  tender  fiame. 

And  alk’d  me  if  the  day  Vd  name, 

I /aid  ne. 

I told  him  mother  I’d  obey, 

A nd  muft  reply  of  courfe  with  nay  \ 

He  figh’d,  then  fliall  1 far  away  ? 

I fatd  no. 

My  fpeaklng  ^cars  betray’d  my  love  : 

He  faid.  fliall  Hynfitndoiibt  rtmove^ 

To  church  you’ll  uot  deny  to  rove  I 
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M7  mother  now  I have  obey’d, 
Attended  well  to  what  die  faid, 
And  will  to  all-~but  him  1 wcd| 


Stiil  fay  no* 
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AFLAXEN-headed  cow-boy,  as  fimplc  as 
may  be, 

And  next  a merry  plough-boy  I wbift’ied  o’er 
the  lea  ; 

But  now  fancy  footman,  I ftrut  in  worfled 
lace, 

And  foon  I’ll  be  a buttkr  and  wag  my  jolly 
face. 

When  fteward  I’m  promoted,  I’ll  fnip  a tradef- 
man^s  bill, 

My  mailer’s  coffers  empty,  my  pocket  for  to 
hi!  : 

When  lolling  in  my  chariots  fo  g real  a man 
I’ll  be,  ‘ 

You’ll  forget  the  little  plough-^oy  that  whifl-  ' 
led  o’er  the  ica. 

i'll  buy  vote 8 at  eledlions,  but  when  I’ve  made 
the  pdf. 

I'll  ftand  poll  for  pariiamenl,  and  then  vote  fei 
myfelf : 

Whatever’s  good  for-r-me,  Sir,  I never  will  op- 
pofe  ; 

V/hen  all  my  ayes  are  fold  o5,  why  then  I’ll 
fdlmynofe. 

i’ll  bawl,  harangue  and  paragraph, with  fpeeche  & 
charrn  the  ear, 

And  when  Pm  tir’d  on  my  legs,  then  I’ll  fit 
down  a peer, 

In  court  or  city  honor,  fo  great  a man  I’ll  be. 
You’ll  forget  the  little  plough-boy  that  w hiili^ 
kd  oVr  the  lea. 
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AH!  Delia,  fee  the  fatal  hour,  farewell  my 
foul's  delight, 

Oh  ! how  can  wretched  Damon  live  thus  ban- 
ifhM  from  thy  fight. 

To  my  fond  heart  no  rival  joys,  fupply  the  lofa 
of  thee, 

Ah  ! ewho  can  tdi  if  thou  mj  dear  wlle^cr  remem^ 
ber  me* 

Alone,  thro’  unfrequented  wildSj  with  penfivc 
fteps  i rove, 

lafk  the  rocks,  1 alkthe  ftreams,  where  dwells 
my  abfent  love  I 

The  fiient  eve,  the  rofy  morn,  my  canftant 
fearches  fee, 

Ah  I who  can  tell^  c. 

Thus  while  my  reliefs,  wand'ring  thoughts  pur^ 
fue  their  fort  repofe, 

Unwearied  may  they  trace  the  paths  where’er 
my  Delia  goes : 

Forever  Damoa  fhall  be  there,  attendant  fliil  on 
thee, 

Ah  t who  can  ilf  c. 

OS  I review  thofe  fmiling  feenes,  each  fav’rite 
brook  and  tree, 

Where  once  1 pals'd  thofe  happy  hours,  thofe 
hours  I paft  witn  thee  ; 

What  painful,  fond,  memorials  rife,  at  every 
thing  1 fee  ; 

Ah  I who  can  ieli,  ^c*  \ 

Let  ev'ry  rival  vot‘rift  foon  their  foft  addrefs  re- 
move, 

Nor  trace  thee  in  thy  new  abode,  totempt  thy  ! 
’ foul. to  love  ; 

Yet,  who  can  tell  what  fishing  crouds,  their 
tender  homage  pay ; 

- Ao  I who  cart  ulh 
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Tliink,  Delia  think,  bow  dcc^  a vv^ound,  tfiy 
fweetly  pointed  dart, 

Thy  dear  remembrance  left  behind,  has  pierced 
a baplcfs  heart, 

Think  on  the  fatal,  fad  adieu,  that  fevers  me 
from  thee  ; 
yi  /!>  / c;:jho  can  teh’^ 

Hovr  can  1 (peak  the  laft  farewell,  what  cares 
di ftrefs  my  mind, 

How  can  I go  to  realms  of  blifs,  and  leave  my 
love  behind. 

When  angels  wing  rae  to  the  ikies,  Vd  fain  re- 
t©  thee, 

A/j  ! fiuho  can  telly  ^ r- 
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\SE,  rude  Boreas,  bluil’nng  rail^"  J 
KjI  Lift  ye  landf-men,  all  to  me  ; 
Mtihnates,  hear  a brother  failor 
Sing  the  dangers  of  the  (ea. 

From  boundlefs  billows,  firft  in  motion^ 
When  the  diftant  whirlwinds  rife, 

To  the  tempeft  troubled  ocean, 

Where  the  feas>  contend  with  ikies. 

Hark!  the  boatfwain  hoarfely bawling — 
By  topfail  fbccts  and  haulyards  ftand  i 
Down  top  gallants,  quick  be  hauling  ! 

Down  your  ft;w -fails,  hand,  boys,  hand  ! 
Now  it  freOiens,  fet  the  braces  ; 

Quick  the  t^-fail  Iheets  let  go  ; 

Luff,  boys,  lull,  don't  make  wry  faces  I 
Up  your  top-fails  nimbly  clew ; 

Now  all  you  on  down  beds  fporting. 
Fondly  lack’d  in  beauty^s  arms, 

Frefh  enjoyments,  wanton  courting, 

Free  from  all  but  love^f  alarms-* 
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Round  iis  roars  the  tempeft  louder  : ^ 

Think  what  fears  our  minds  enthral  ! 

Harder  yet,  it  yet  blows  barcer  1 
Now  again  the  boatfri  ain  calls : 

Thetopfail  yards  point  to  the  v/ind,  boy? : 

See  all  clear  to  reef  each  cour  je  : 

Let  the  fore-fheets  go  ; don’t  mind  , boy?, 
Though  the  wet' er  ibouid  be  wbrfe. 

Fore  and  aft  the  fprit-fail  yard  get  ; 

Reef  the  mi zen  j fee  aU  dear  : 

Hands  up-— each  preventer  bvacefet  ; 

Man  the  fore-yards  ; cheer,  lads,  clieer  I 

Now4;he  dreadful  thunder’s  roaring  1 
Peals  on  peals  contending  clalb  ! 

On  our  heads  fierce  rain  fails  pqurir4g  ! 

In  our  eyes  blpe  lightnings  fiallt  1 
One  wide  water  ail  around  us, 

All  above  us,  one  black  Iky  ! 

Diffhcnt  deaths  at  once  furround  us  ! 

Hark  ! what  meana  that  dreadful  cry  ? 

The  fore-maft’s  gone  ! cries  evVy  tongue  out^ 
O’er  the  lee,  twelve  feet  'bove  deck; 

A leak  beneath  the  chefi  tree’s  fprung  out  ; ^ 

Call  all  hands  to  dear  the  wreck, 

Qiuckthc  land-yards  cut  to  pieces  : 

Come, my  hearts,  be  itout  and  bold! 

Piumb  the  well !— the  leak  iner^afes  ! 

Four  feet  water’s  in  the  hold  1 

While  o’er  the  ihip  wild  waves  are  bcatingp 
We  for  wives  or  diiidren  mourn  ; 

Alas  ! from  hence  there’s  no  retreating  ^ 

Alas  ! to  them  there’s  no  return  . 

Still  the  leak  is  gaining  on  us  ; 

Both  chain  pumps  arc  choak’d  bdow  ; 
Heaven  have  mercy  here  upon  us  ! 

For  only  that  can  fave  us  now  1 

O’er  the  lief  beam  ia  land,  boy a^, 
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Let  the  g.uH8  o'er  board  be  thrown; 

To  the  pump  conic  cv'ry  hand,  boys ; 

See  our  miiien  maft  is  gone. 

The  leak  we've  found  ; it  cannot  pour  faft  ; 

We've  lighten’d  her  a foot  or  m«re  $ 

Up,  and  rig  a jury  fori-maft ; 

She  rights,  (he  rights,  beys  ! we're  off  fhore. 

Now  once  more  on  joys  we're  thinking, 

Since  kind  Fortune's  fpar'd  our  lives, 

Come,  the  can,  boys,  let's  be  drinkiJig 
To  our  fwect-hcarts,  and  our  wives. 

Fill  it  up,  about  ihip  wheel  it  ; 

Clofe  th’  lips  a brimmer  join, 

Where's  the  temped  now  i who  feels  it  ? 
None  i our  danger's  drown'd  in  wine  I 

SONG  XXXT. 

Banish  forrow  grief  and  folly, 

Thoughts  unbend  the  wrinkling  brow  : 
lienee  dull  cares  and  melancholy, 

Wine  and  mirth  unite  us  now. 

Bacchus  opens  all  his  treafure, 

Comus  brings  us  wit  and  fong  ; 

Follow,  follow,  follow,  follow  pleafure, 

And  let's  join  the  jovial  fong. 

Life  is  diort,  its  but  a fcafon  ; 

Time  is  ever  on  the  wing  ; 

Let’s  the  prefent  moment  feixe  on, 

Who  knows  what  the  next  may  bring  ? 

All  my  time  1 now  will  meafurc, 

All  dull  care  I nowde  fpife. 

Follow,  follow, follow, follow  pleafure, 

To  be  happy^s  to  be  wife. 

Wherefore  fhould  we  thus  perplex  us, 

Why  fnould  we  not  merry  be  ; 

Since  there's  nothing  here  to  vtx  us  ; 
Drinking  fels  our  hearts  all  free. 
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Let^s  have  drinking  without  meafuie? 
jLet^s  have  mirth  what  timewc  haye  ; 
Follow,  follow,  follow,'  follow  pleafi|re| 
Thcfc^s  no  driilkiHg  in  the  grave. 

SONG  XXXII. 

I DELIANS  beauties  would  difclofc, 
More  blooming  than  the  blufhing  rofo 
And  fwceter  than  the  Ipi  ing  ; * 

She  faireft  is  of  all  the  fair, 

To  evVy  grove  Til  this  dcclr.Je, 

Of  Beauty's  queen  I ling. 

Aid  then  nay  foug  each  fmiling  mufe. 
Your  melody  yo^^  can’t  refufe, 

To  edebfate  her  charms  : 

Jnfpire  to  praife  in  pureft  rhyme. 

Her— vjhofe  niild  beauties  are  divinCy 
And  all  my  bread  aiarnas. 

Steal  filent  by,  yc  tnurm'ing  dreams^ 

Tet  echo  fweU  the  tender  themes, 

The  thcme$  her  praife  rehearfe  ; 

Her  praife  fliall  e’er  employ  my  breathy. 
And  nought  but  ?11  devouring  death 
Shall  end  the  pleafing  verfe. 

To  paint  the  ludre  of  her  eyes, 

An  a^ure  ftolen  from  the  ikies, 

Would  need  a Sappho’s  tongue  : 

Her  ftiape,  her  tuntful  voice,  that  thrills 
And  all  the  foul  with  rapture  filCs, 

Thefe  mud  remain  unfung. 

Her  gentle,  fympathetic  heart, 
pond  to  afluage  afHidtion's  fmart, 

Can  drop  the  crydal  teaV  V 

Like  gracious  Heav’n,  fhe  wears  a.  fmilei 
That  would  the  ficrcell  pains  beguile  ^ 
And  foften  rigid  cate. 
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Bo'od  fenfe  arid  virtik,  hand  ill  handi  • 

The  graces  al;,  a genial  band, 

Upon  her  Heps  attend  s ^ 

From  charms  fo  ttrikiag  to  the  Ught, 

§0  pregnant  with  fi^cere  delight. 

What  can  the  hea^l^efenti  ? 

Her  modeft  worth,  na wily  art, 

Engag'd  'my  captivated  heart 
. To  cherilh  tond  dehres  ; 

^ Twas  beauty  taught  me  to  admire, 

But  virtue'-s  hloo^  that  did  iniplre 
Thefe  hrhi  undying  fires. 

Supremely  bleft  in  Delia's  love, 

For  her  embrace  Fd  ne'er  remove^ 

Nor  e'er  incopllant  ftray  ; 

But  fpending  life  in  tranquil  eafe^ 

Make  it  my  fiudy  how  to  pleale, 

And  blithfome  pal's  each  day.  ^ 

Could  we  our  joys  and  forrows  (hare^ 

D >uble  each  blits,  dilTolVe  each  care, 

^Trtfould  lure  tranl'porting  prove  : 

Together  glide  the  fea  of  life, 

A void  ambition,  banilh  firife, 

And  feck  immortal  lovev 
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The  lark  was  up,  the  morn  waS  grey^ 

The  drummers  beat  a reveille, 

Whilft  jolly  loidiers  on  the  ground, 

In  peace! ui  catnp  flept  fafe  and  found. 

All  but  one  poor  Soldier,  who 
Nought  but  love , could  e'er  fubdue  $ 
Wandering  through  4 filent  grove,  ^ ^ 
Th^.e  did  vent  his  plantive  love. 

For  women  are  whimficil  changeaKe  things? 
Tleir  fweets  are  like  bees,  they jninglfC^^ 
with 
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f hty  axe  not  to  be  got  without  toil,  care  and 
coft, 

They  arc  hard  to  be  won  and  as  cafily  loft  ; 

For  in  learchfng  a fair  one,  I found  to  my  fmart, 

I knew  not  the  way,  but  J loft  niy  own  heart. 

Ah  ! haplefs,  Hapkfs  day,  when  firft  1 faw  fair 
Biddy, 

My  heart  ibe  ftok  away,  iny  head  fbc  turned 

quite  giddy.  ' i 

The  world  may  laugh  and  fneer,  tis  wond^roiip 
now  to  fee, 

A loTer  fo  fincere,  a fwain  admire  like  me. 

She's  comely  tall  and  flendcr,  {lie's  brighter 
than  the'  fun  ; 

Her  looks  ate  kind  and  tender,  but  ah  ! bet 
heart's  like  , ftone. 

Toolovely  ftill  I found  her,  and  ever/  method  I 
tried, 

In  hopes  to  win  and  wound  her,  but  ah  ! I was 
dejared- 

And  BOW  all  hopes  arc  over,  what  fehemes  then 

can.  1 try,  i 

Bat  like  a haplefs  lo^kr,  now  lay  me  down 
anddie. 

As  on  the  ground  he  la/i  Minerva  came  that 
way, 

In  armour  bright  and  gay,  and  thus  to  him  did 

iay»  i 

Arifc  1 Soldier  arife  ! and  I'll  take  jou  by  the  ; 

band,  ^ 

And  PH  lead  you  through  the  land 
And  PH  give  you  the  command,  of  a well 
chofen.  band. 

Arifa ! foldier  arifc  ! don't  be  fiupid,  drive 
away  cupid. 

Follow  Minerva's  wife  command, 

Soldier  " ’ omci^  nckr  mmd  ycut* 
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Bor  flighted  love  (hould  flight  return. 

The  foldier  then  rofe  from  his  amorous  flotb# 
Hattened  away  to  his  duty, 

S wore  to  Mine  rva  a terri  ble  oath, 

He'd  never  think  more  of  her  beauty. 

Bachelor  i bachelor's  bla^y 

^Igh  for  ahe^rt  tbat^s  ragged  and  toughs 

He  that  is  (ingle  can  never  wear  horns, 

He  that  is  Tingle  is  happy. 

He  that  is  married  mu  ft  lay  upon  thorns, 

And  always  go  ragged  and  (habby. 

Bachelor^ s bluffs 

He  that  is  (ingle  fears  not  the  rout, 

Nothing  to  him  can  be  Tweeter, 

Having  no  wife  to  whimper  and  pout 
And  cry,  can  you  leave  me  dear  creaturCo 
Bachelor^ s bluff.^ 

Ye  Belles  and  Flirts,  fo  gay  and  farr. 

Say,  are  not  foldiers  form  d for  iovejj 
I.‘  m fare  youdi  find  them  all  (inccre, 

Hyoudl  but  kind  and  conftant  prove : 

But  if  you  flight  fhclrpaflions  ftiil  5 
And  tyrannize  their  wills  to  prove, 

Depend  upor/t  they‘l[  ail  rcoell  . 

And  will  not  give  a thought  to  lovCc 

Hold  your  idle  prattling  tongue, 

Little  laughing  Cupid  faid. 

Have  you  never  heard  it  fung, 

Cenftdhcy  muft  win  the  maid. 

Then  ground  your  arms,  ye  fons  of  war?- 
Who  (hine  thro*  Britain  ‘8  happy  ifie, 

Nor  ever  quarrel  with  the  fair, 

But  patient  wait  to  win  their  fmilc, 

BsdiyefairojBrltaiyi^sIJle^ 

We'll  fatknt^mt  to  <win  yrur  fmikt 
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At  the  clofe  of  the  day,  wheii  the  Hamlet 
is  ftill, 

^ nd  mortals  the  fweet  of  forgetftilnefs  proven 
When  nought  but  the  torrent  i8  heard  on  the 
bill, 

And  nought  but  the  nightingale’s  fong  in 
the  grove : 

Twas  t ms,  by  the  cave  of  the  mountain  afar, 
While  his  harp  rung  fymphonious,  a Her  - 
mit began': 

No  more  with  himfclf  or  with  nature  at  war. 
He  thought  as  afage,  though  he  felt  as  a 
man. 

Ah  all  abandon’d  to  darknefsana  woe. 
Why,  alone  Phi omela,  that  languifhing  fall?' 
For  Spring  (hall  rut  urn,  and  a lover  beftow, 
nd  forrow  no  longer  thy  bofom  enthral. 

But  if  pity  infp^re  thee,  renew  the  fad  lay 
Mourn  fweeteft  complainer  man  calls  thee 
to  mourn  ; 

G foothe  him^  whufe  pieafurcs  like  thine  pafe 

away5H 

Full  quickly  they  pafs— but  they  never  re- 
turn. 

Now  gilding  remote  on  the  verge  of  the  (ky, 
The  moon  half  diftinguilli’d  her  crefeent  dit^ 
plays, 

But  lately  i mark’d  when  majeftic  on  high, 

She  £hone,  and  the  planets  were  loft  in  her 
blaze. 

Roll  on  thou  fair  orb,  and  with  gladnefs  purfue; 
The  path  that  conducts  thee  to  fplendor 
again, 

But  man's  fading  glory  what  change  fliall  rc«^ 
new  I 

Ah  fool ! to  exult  in  a glory  fo  vain ! 


^Tis  night)  and  the  iaadfcape  is  lovely  aoncorc; 

i xnoura,  but  ya  wQ0Ui4au8>  i moura  net 
tor  you  ; 

For  morn  13  approaching  your  charms  to  jc- 
It  ore, 

perfum'd  with  frdb  fragrance  ,and  giit'ring 
with  dew. 

Nor  yet  for  the  ravage  of  winter  I mourn ; 

Kind  nature  the  embryo  biofTom  wiii  lave  : 

But  w/ieii  Ihaa  fpimg  vilit  tiic  inouidtring  urn  ! 

O when  itiah  it  dawn  on  the  night  of  the 
grave  i 


^was  thus  by  the  glare  of  falfe  rdence  betray'd, 
Ttut  leads  to  t'C  yilder  and  dazz  es  to  blind  : 
My  thoughts  vrcatiou'oam,  from  fbadc  onward 
to  ihade, 

before  me.  and  forrow  behind. 

O pity  Great  Father  of  light  then  1‘cry^d, 

Thy  creature  wdio  fain  would  not  wander 
from  Thee ! 

Xo  humble  in  duft,  I relinquilhM  my  pride  : 
From  doubt  and  from  darknefs  then  only 
cautt  free. 


And  darknefs  and  doubt  are  now  flyini?  away 
No  longer  I roam  in  conj><!fufC  forlorn, 

So  breaks  on  the  traveller,  faint  and  aftray. 

The  t:right  and  the  ba-my  eiiulgence  of 
morn. 

See  truth,  love  and  mercy,  in  triumph  defeend* 


ing> 

And  nature  all  glowing  in  Eden *s  firft  bloom, 
On  the  c-old  cheek  of  c-eath  fmilcs  and  rokd 
are  blending  ; 

And  beauty  immortal  awake  from  the  tomb* 
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ftormsj  when  clouds  Gbreuretbe  fky, 
And  thunders vod)  and  iighthimgs 
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Jn  midfl  of  all  thefe  dire  alarms, 

J think,  my  Sally,  on  thy  charhits, 
troubled  mainy 
The  fivind  and  rain^ 

My  ardent  pqjjton  prove  ; 

Lcjb*d  to  the  beim^ 

Should  feas  o^erAvhslm^ 

I'd  think  on  thee^  my  lor  e ! 

When  rocks  appear  on  evry  fide, 

And  art  i&  vain  the  fhip  to  Ruide  ; 

In  yaried  (hapes.  when  death  appears, 
Tht  th'oug^its  of  thee  my  bofom  cheers. 

^ he  troubled  main^^c. 

But  fhould  the  gracious  pow-rs  be  kind^ 
i)ifpcl  the  gloom,  and  ftiil  the  wind, 
And  waft  me  to  thy  arms  once  more^. 
Safe  to  my  long  loft  native  Ihore  ; 

No  more  tht  fndiny 
J^d  tempt  again y 
But  tender  joys  impro^ve^ 

1 then  voitb  thee ^ 

Should  happy  be^ 

And  think  on  nought  hut  love  \ 

S Q N G XXXVL 

Friendship  to  every  willing  mind 
Opens  a heavenly  treafure  ; 

Tnere  may  the  fons  of  fotrOw  fmd 
Sources  of  real  p leafure. 

See  what  employment  s men  purfue, 
Then  w?]l  you  own  my  words  are  truei 
Friendftiip  alone  unfolds  to  view 
Sources  of  real  plcafare. 
poor  are  the  joys  v/hich  fools  efcccm^ 
Fading  in  tranfttory  ; 
iMirth  is  as  fleeting  as  a dream*, 

Or  a delufive  ftory  j 
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Luxury  leaves  ailing  behind> 

Wounding  the  body  and  the  mind : 

Only  in  Friendlhipcan  we  find 
Pieafure  and  folia  gior/. 

Beauty,  with  all  its  gaudy  fbow5> 

Is  but  a painted  bubble  ; 

Short  is  the  triumph  vyit  bedowa, 

Fail  of  deceit  and  trouble  ; 

Fame>  like  a fhadow,  dies  away, 

Titles  and  diprnitks  decay : 

NDthing  butTriendfnip  can  difplay 
Joys  that  arc  free  from  trouble. 

Learning,  (that  boafted  i?littcring  thing) 
Scarcely  is  worth  pofTv  fE  ig  ; 

Riches,  forever,  on  the  wing, 

Cannot  be  call'd  a bleffiag  ^ 

Senlual  pleafiires  l wells  dtiire, 

Juft  as  the  fuel  feeds  the  fire  : 

Friendlhip  can  real  biifs  infpirs, 

Biifs  that  is  worth  polTefting. 

riaopy  the  man  who  has  a friend 2 
Formed  by  the  God  of  nature  ; 

W cli  may  he  feel  and  recommend 
Friendlhip  for  his  Creator. 

Tnen  as  our  hands  in  Fricndfliipjoiu, 

So  let  our  focial  powers  cornbiaej 
Rul'd  by  a pafiion  moft  divine, 

Frkadftiip  with  our  Creator. 

SONG  XXXVl!. 

Ths  Old  loji  prayer, 

COME  all  ye  pretty  maidensj  feme' older 
fome  younger, 

Wiio  ali  have  got  iweet-hcarts,  but  I muft  day 
longer, 

d 


The  echo. 


Some  fixteeh,  fome  eighteen,  are  happily  mar- 
ried, 

Alas  how  unequally  fuch  things  are  carried ; 
limner a penman y a tinker^  a taiIor\ 
Afiddler'i  a pedlars  a pionghman,  a failor^ 

Come  gentley  tome  funple^  come  JoolJhii  come 

Come  dordt  hi  me  die  a maidj  take  me  out  of 

i have  a fifler  Sally,  who's  younger  than  I am. 
Has  fo  many  fwecthearts  (lie's  forcM  to  deny 
them. 

I never  was  guilty  of  denying  many, 

The  lord  knows  my  heart,  I'd  be  thankful  for 
• = ^ any^ 

A limner  j ^ c, 

5 have  a filler  Sufan,  t?o^  ugly  ill  (liapcn. 

Before  (he  w^s  fixtccn  years  old,  (he  was  taken, 
Bdore  (lie  was  eightleen,  a fon  and  a daughter. 
And  fix  and  thirty  and  ne'er  had  an  offer, 
A limner j 

Xthas  often  fcecn  faid,  by  my  father  and  mo- 
ther, 

That  going  to  one  wedding,  makes  w^ay  for  an- 
other ; 

If  that  be  the  cafe,  I w’ii!  go  without  bidding. 
And  let  the  world  judge,  if  1 doff  t w ant  a wed« 
ding. 

A lt7nnery  Cffr. 

I never  will  (cold,  and  IM  never  be  jelaous. 

My  hulbaiid  fh ah  have  money  logo  to  the 
alehoufe. 

\Vbile  he  is  tl  ere  fpending.  Til  be  at  heme 
faving, 

And  leave  it  to  you  all,  if  I afft  worth  the  hav- 
A limner 
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SONG  XXXVIIf. 

Both  fexes  give  ear  to  my  fancy, 
While  the  praife  of  a i fin 

Confin’d  not  to  Polly,  nor  Nancy, 

But  alike  from  the  beggar  to  king* 

When  Adam  at  firfi  was  created. 

And  lord  of  the  univerfe  crown’d, 
His  happinefs  was  not  completed, 
Becaufe  a help  meet  was  not  found* 
He  had  all  things  that  were  wanting. 
Which  yield  us  contentment  indife, 
Bothhorfes  and  foxes  for  hunting, 
Which  many  love  more  than  a wife. 

A garden  fo  planted  by  nature, 

Man  cimld  not  produce  in  his  life, 
And  yet  the  all  wife  Creator 
Saw  that  he  wanted  a wife. 

Old  Adam  was  cafi:  into  Humber, 

A rib  taken  out  of  Lis  fide, 

And  when  he  awoke,  he  with  wondef. 
Beheld  a moft  beautiful  bride  ; 

With  tranfport  he  gazed  upon  her. 
His  happinefe  now  was  complete. 
He  prais’d  the  bountiful  <’oner. 

Who  thus  had  provided  a mate. 

She  wa  8 not  taken  out  of  his  head, 

To  rule  and  triumph  over  man, 

Nor  was  taken  out  of  heel  ; 

To  be  rul’d,  and  trampled  upon  s 
But  ihe  was  taken  out  of  his  fide, 

Kis  equal  companion  to  be. 

And  thus  they  both  were  united, 

And  man  is  the  top  of  the  tree. 
Then  let  not  the  fair  be  dtfpHed 
By  main,  for  part  of  himfelf  ^ 
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Since  woman  by  Adam  was  prized, 

More  than  the  whole  world  full  of  wealth  ; 
For  man  without  woman's  a beggar  ; 

Although  the  whole  world  he  pofTifs, 

And  the  beggar  that  has  a good  wife. 

With  m«re  than  this  world  he  ia  bleis’d, 

SONG  XXXIX. 

Ant  one,  who  reads  the  feripture^ 
Without  a true  Bunyanic  rapture, 

Will  freely  own  fome  places  in  it. 

Cannot  be  fathom'd  in  a minute. 

Tho‘  God  fet  a man  to  write  it 
He  fludy  d all  the  while  to  indite  it 
In  fuch  a form  as  made  a Aim, 

For  wrangling  ages,  yet  to  come. 

Hence,  arofe  fierce  goofe  quiil  wars, 

Which  hack  rciigion  all  to  fears  ; 

They  lug  and  tug  it,  wring  and  twifxitj. 

To  ^ow  how  one  another  mils  it, 

SONG  XL. 

ON  every  hill,  in  every  grove, 

Along  the  margin  of  each  ftream,  ' 
Delicious  fee  He  s of  former  love 
I mourn,  and  Damon  is  my  theme. 

The  hills,  the  groves,  the  ftreams  remain, 

Bat,  Damon,  thee  1 feck  in  vain. 

From  hill,  from  dale  each  charm  hasfied, 
Groves,  Bocks,  and  fountains  pleafe  no  mere 
Each  flowT  in  pity  droops  its  head, 

All  nature  does  my  lofsdeptore. 

Alb  all  reproach  the  faith! efs  fwain, 

Yet  Damon  I feek  in  vain. 
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SONG  XLL 

Kerens  a health  to  all  good  hfes. 
Pledge  it  merrily,  fill  your  gialTeS; 

Let  a bumper  toaft  go  round  ; 

May  they  lives  life  of  pleafure, 

Without  mixture  without  meafure, 

Pdr  in  them  true  joys  are  found. 

All  good  Ioffes,  here^s  a bumper^ 

Fill  your  %lqffhs,  berths  a bu  mpefr. 

prink  about  forgetting  forrow, 

Hence  anxiety  of  tomorrow, 

Let  a bumper  toaft  go  round; 

Now  my  boys  on  joys  be  thinking^. 

Hand  the  bumper,  let‘s  be  drinking, 

All  our  cares  in  wine  wedl  drov/n- 
All  Good  lajjesy  &'<*. 

SONG  XLIL 

The  glad^ning  fun  returns  from  reR 
To  giid  the  clouds  in  yonder  eaft, 
'^^d  darts  hia  cheerful  riy  : 

The  foaring  lark  begins  to  rife, 

Then  warbles  through  the  fpecious  fi-deSj 
And  wakes  the  jocund  day. 

Come,  lovely  Sylvia,  mild  as  May, 

As  frtlh  asmorn,  as  fair  as  day, 

Attend  my  rural  ♦heme  ; 

The  iylvan  lhac  es  invite  my  lays, 

There  fain  Pd  fing  my  Sylvia*s  praife. 
And  tell  my  ardent  flame. 

fright  Phoebus  decks  the  flow’ry  lawn? 
To  fport  invites  the  wanton  fawn- 
And  paint<*  the  chequer  d grove  : 

The  purling  ftreams  giif’e  fwift  along. 
And  charming  founds  the  Linnet’s  fong  ; 

■ O fwcet  retreat  for  love* 
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Then  1st  us  to  the  lhade  retreatf 
Aa  Ifcorn  the  trifles  of  the 
Their  pageantry,  and  ihow  ; 

There  free  from  Coxcombs'  prating  noife 
Let’s  tafte  the  fleets  of  rural  joysi 
Which  peace  and  love  befto«r.  ( 

SONG  XLIII. 

O Nightingale  \ beft  poet  of  the  grove, 

Tftat  plaintive  ftriin  can  ne'er  belong  to 
thee, 

B eftin  'he  ^ull  pofllfHon  of  thy  love  ; 

O >end  that  ftraiQ}  f«reet  Nightingale,  to  me. 

®Tis  mine  alas  ! to  mourn  my  wretched  fate, 

f love  a maid  who  ail  my  bofom  charms  5 | 

Yet  lofe  my  days  without  this  lovely  mate,  | 

Inhuman  fortune  keeps  her  from  my  arms^ 

You  hippy  birds  ! by  namre's  fimple  laws 
Lead  your  foft  lives,  fuftain’d  by  nature's  I 
fare,  ^ , 

You  dwell  wherever  roving  fancy  draws  ; i 

And  love  and  tong  is  all  your  pleafing  care. 

But  we,  v&ln  flaves  of  int'reft  and  of  pride,  | 

Dare  not  be  bleft  left  envious  tongues  Ihould  I 
blame; 

And  Hence  in  vain  I languifh  for  my  bride  : 

O mourn  with  me,  fweet  bird,  my  haplefa  | 
flame  I 1 

SONG  XLIV. 

THE  fpring  time  returns  and  clothes  the  i 
green  plains, 

\nd  llloway  (bines  more  cheerful  and  gay,  ^ 

The  lark  tunes  her  notes,  and  the  neighborin,'?  * 
f.vains  i 

Sing  ULsrrily  round  me  wherever  I ftray.  1 
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'Bat  Sanday  no  more  returns  to  my  vi^w, 

No  fpring  time  can  cheer  me  nor  mufic  can 
charm ; 

He's  pne,  and,l  fear  me,  forever  adieu# 

Adieu  ev'ry  pleafure  this  bofom  can  warm. 

Oh  1 Alloway  houfe,  how  much  art  thou 
chang'd. 

How  filerit,  how  dull,  to  me,  is  each  grove# 

Alone  here  1 wander  where  once  wc  both 
rang’d, 

Alas  f here,  to  picafe  raci  my  Sandy  once 
ftrove. 

Oft,  Sandy,  Fve  heard  the  foft  tales  that  you 
told, 

And  lift'ned  too  fondly  whene'er  you  fung, 

Have  I grown  lefs  fair  i or  have  you  grown  more 
Cv^ld  I . 

O ! fool,  to  believe  your  falfe  flattering 
tongue. 

Thus  fpoke  the  fond  maid  diftrafted  with  pain 

And  gtief  lor  her  lover'  8 long  abfence  op- 
prelT'd 

But  fate  at  that  moment  brought  back  her  dear 
Twain, 

Who  beard  all  her  moans  and  her  plaintive 
addrefs, 

O Nelly,  my  fair,  I come  now,  my  love, 

Nopow'rs  lhall  again  part  thee  from  my 
arras ; 

And,  Nelly,  no  more  thy  fond  ihepherd  re* 
prove, 

Who  khows  all  thy  woithajid  adores  all  thy 
charms. 

SONG  XLV. 

The  dawn  of  hope  my  foul  revives 
And  banilhes  defpair  ; 

M yet  ray  deareft  pamon  lives 
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Make  liiiii,  ye  Gods,  your  care. 

Difpel  thofe  gloomy  fhades  of  nigh% 

My  tender  grief  remove  ; 

Oh  lend  fome  cheering  ray  of  light 
To  guide  rhe  to  my  love. 

Thus  in  a feciet  friendly  lhade 
The  penfive  Celia  mourn‘d, 

While  kindly  echo  bent  its  aid, 

/*nd  lighfor  figh  return^. 

When  fudden  Damon’s  well  known  face 
Each  rifing  fear  dilarms, 

He  cagerfprings,to  her  embrace, 

She  links  intohis  arms. 

SONG  XLVL 

OH  fortune  how  ftrangely  thy  gifts  are  a« 
warded  1 

How  much  to  thy  lhamc  tHy  caprice  is  recorded  ! 

As  the  wife  great  and  good  of  thy  frowns 

feldom  Teape  any  ; ( 

Witnefs  braveBellifarius  who  beggM  for  a half- 
penny 

Dati  obolumi  Date  ohclu^y  Date  ebolumy  BelJh 
farms. 

He  whofe  fame  from  his  valour  and  his  vidories 
arofe.  Sir, 

Of  hie  county  the  Ihield,  and  the  fcourge  of  her 
foes,  Sir 

By  his  poor  faithful  dog,  blind  and  aged  was 
led  Sir, 

With  one  foot  in  the  grave  thus  to  beg  for  his  | 

bread,  Sir. 

Date  obolumy  fcfr. 

When  a young  roman  knight  in  the  ftreet  paff- 
ingby,Sir, 

The  veteran  lurveyed  with  a heart  rendipg 

agh^Sirt  ; 
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Jitd  a -purfe  in  h)8  hdmct  he  dropped  with  ^ 
tear,  Sir, 

While  the  fokiitr^  fad  tile  thus  attraded  bis 
ear,  Siro 

Date  cbolunii  fc  c» 

I have  fought,  t have . bled,  i have  conquered 
for  Rome,  Sir. 

I have  crowned  her  with  laurels  which  for  ages 
mutt  biooiUv  Sir, 

Rve  enriched  her  with  v'ealth,  fwdled  her  pride 
and  her  power,  Sir, 

1 efpoyfd  her  for  Ufe,  and  diigrace  is  my  dow- 
er, Sir. 

Dale  cholum  .i^c^ 

Yet  blood  I ne  er  wantonly  wafted  sf  random, 

Loofing  thmifands  their  lives  with  a nil  defpe- 
randum 

But  each  cunoueft  I gained  I m^de  friend  and 
foe  know 

Thai  my  foui's  only  aim  was  fro  fuhnee  boncp 
Dai^  ohokt?r.y  Kfje. 

I no  colonies  loft  by  attempsto  enfiavc  tlienty 

1 of  Roman-3*  free  rights  never  ftrove  to  bereave 
them, 

Nor  to  bow  down  their  necks  to  the  yoke  for 
my  pleafufe. 

Have  an  empire difoiemhered,  or  fquandered  its 

ireafure. 

Dats  oboluin,  IdSc* 

Not  yet  for  my  fiknd«,  my  kindred  nor  my  lelf, 
Sir, 

Mas  my  glory  been  ffained  by  the  bafe  views  of 
pdf,  Sir, 

Eor  fuch  low,  fordid  gains  Tve  fo  far  been  from 
cowing, 

Old  and  blind  1 Ve  no  choice  but  of  begging  or 
fxarving. 

Date  olclumf  Ibfc^ 
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How  if  foldicr  ®r  ftatefraan,  of  what  age  or  ns^ 
tion 

Hereafter  he  may  be  fhould  hear  this  relation. 
And  of^eyefight  bereft  Ihouiei,  like  me,  grope 
hu  way,  Sir, 

The  bright  fin  beams  of  virtue  will  turn  night 
to  cay,  Sir. 

D ite  obolum^  iffc. 

So  I to  diftrefs  and  to  darknefs  inured,  Sir, 

In  this  viie  cruft  of  clay  when  no  longer  irci' 
mured,  Sir, 

At  death's  welcome*  ftroke  my  bright  courfe 
fhq.il  begin.  Sir, 

And  enjoy  endlefs  day  from  the  funihine  with- 
in,. Sir, 

Date  oholufTti 

SONG  XLVIL 

AS  Cupid  in  the  garden  ftravM, 

A fporting  in  a damalk  fhade^i 
A bee,  that  lay  conceal'd  among 
The  filken  weeds,  his  finger  ftu  ng» 

His  beauteous  cheeks  the  tears  ran  dotrr?^ 

He  damp'd,  he  blew  the  burning  wound ; 
Then  runnitig.  flying  through  the  grove^ 

Thus  plaintive  to  the  queen  of  *ove, 

He  cry'd,  my  ma,  fee  oh  ! I die, 

A little  infc<ft  wing'd  to  fiy. 

That's  call'd  a bee,  on  yonder  p ain, 

It  ftung  me,  oh  ! I die  with  pain, 

The  foiling  goddefs  then  repliedi, 

Ifyoufdch  grief  and  anguifh  find 
Fromtherefentmentofa  bee, 

Think  what  thofe  fed  who  're  fiung  by  thee. 


Th2  echo. 


ST 


N G XLVIir. 

Says  PlatOi  why  ftiould  man  be  vain  f 
Since  bounteous  Heav'n  has  made  him, 
great  ! 

Why  looketh  hc  with  in lo, lent  difdain 
On  thole  undcckM  with  wealth  and  flatc  ^ 
Can  fplendid  robt«  or  beds  of  down. 

Or  cofUy  gems  that  deck  the  fair  ? 

Can  all  the  glories  of  a crown. 

Give  health  or  tafe  the  brow  of  care  f 

The  feepterM  king,  the  burthen’d  flavct 
The  humble  and  the  haughty  die  : 

The  rich  the  poor,  the  bale,  the  brave, 
in  duft  without  difti  idtion  lie. 

Go  ftarch  the  tombs  where  monarebs 
Who  once  the  greateft  titles  bore  ; 

The  wealth  and  glory  they  po^^e^t, 

And  all  their  honors  are  no  more. 

So  glides  the  meteor  through  the  iky, 

And  fpread  s a ioud,  a gilded  train  : 

But,  when  itslhort  iivM  btadties  die, 
piflbives  to  common  air  again. 

So ’tis  with  my  jovial  fouls, 

Let  Frlendiliip  reign  whi  e he^e  we  flay , 

Let’s  crown  our  joys  with  lowing  bowls^ 
When  Jove  commands  we  mult  obey^ 

SONG  XLIX. 

y^l^HE  bright  God  of  day,  drew  we  ft  ward 
X away> 

And  the  even  ing  was  charming  and  clear  ; 
The  {wallow  remains  nimbly  failing  o*er  the 
plains, 

And  the  fhadow  like  Jiants  appear. 

Ina  gayfuramer  bower,  when  the  violet'sin 
the  ftower, 


And  zephyr  breath  odors  around, 

LovVd  Celia  fnefat  playing  on  herfpincet 
And  Iht  claim'd  aU  the  grove  with  the 
Ibund 

The  gay  God  of  love  Hew  over  the  grove. 

By  zep ayrs  cordudted  aJong, 

As  file  touchM  on  the  fcrlng,  he  best  time  with 
his  wing, 

And  the  echo  repe.ited  the  fong. 

S.ofy  bowers  fhe  fang,  while  the  harmony  ru^ig 
And  the  birds  they  all  fiiittVing  arrive  ; 

Til’  induftrioiH  bees  from  the  flowers  on  the 
trees, 

Gently  hinnmM,  ^ith  their  fweets,  to  the; 

ye  moi  tals  beware  how  ye  venture  too  near, 
Love  doubly  is  armed  to  wound, 

"Jour  fate  you  may  fliun,  but  you’re  furelr 
undone. 

If  you  ra&ly  approach  near  the  founds 

S O N G L, 

A Rose  tree  in  full  b<s‘arlng, 

. Had  fwcet  flowers  fair  to  fee 
One  rofe  beyond  c -rr’pAnng, 

For  beauty  attradivoi  me  , 

Tho’ eager  once,  to  win  it, 

When  "iovely  blooming  frefli  and  gay, 

I feund  canker  in  it. 

And  nov7,  throw  it  far  away. 

How  fine  this  mo  ning  early! 

The  fun  fhiningfair  snd  bright, 

So  late  T loved  you- -dearly, 

Tho’  loH;  now,  each  fond  delight. 

The  clcuds  teem  b:g  with  (howerp. 

The  fun  beams  no  more  are  fecn,  ' 
Farewell,  ye  fleeting  1 curs, 
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'When  fair  Aurora blulhes, 

heaven  s lerene  and  clear, 

The  linnets,  larks  and  ^ hi uihes,  . 

With  mulic.  deiig^it  the  car  ; 

When  ftonns  begin  to  gather, 

\nd clouds veii  the  vaulted  IkieSj, 

They  bid  adiew  to  pleafure, 
in  filence,  ’heir  mufic  dies* 

So  when  you  was  my  lover,  - 
I thought  you  was  all  divine, 

No  bienvfl?  could  difeover. 

But  no all  your  vices  fhine  j 
I find  you  ar  e incondant. 

You’re  ralf:^  and  fickle,  as  the  wind, 

Pi!  think  no  more  upon  you. 

But  baailb  you  from  my  mind. 

As  little  Cupid  played, 

The  fweet  blooming  Hiowera,  among, 

A becy  that  lay  concealed 
Under  th’  leaves,  his  finger  fiung  ; 

Tears  do.’^n  his  pretty  cheeks  ran. 

He  franticj  blow'd  the  fmartiag  wound:; 
And  crying  thro*  the  grove  ran, 

Untill  he  kis  mother  found; 

Mamma,  I’m  fordy  wounded, 

AlTift  me,  or  i die  with  pain* 

My  anguilh  is  unbounded, 

A bee  ftung  mc^  on  the  plain  ; 

She  rmilingiy,  replying, 

Said,  O my  fon  how  can  it  be  ? 

That  by  a bee  you’re  dying, 

W''hat  muft  Ibe  feel,  who’s  ftung  by  thee^ 

SONG  LI. 

K[oW  (lands  the  glafs  around  ? 

For  ihame,  ye  take  no  care  of  my  boys? 

How  Aand  the  glafs  around  ? 
e 
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Let  mirth  rmi  wine  abot!nd. 

The  trumpetf;  found  ; 

The  co'ors  they  arc  li/iii;:,  bovs^ 

To  i»ight,  kiUj  or  wound, 

May  we  (Uil  be  found. 

Content  with  our  hard  fate-,  my  boys, 

On  the  cold  ground. 

Why,  ioldiers,  why. 

Should  we  be  melancholy,  boys  ? 

Why,  foldiers,  vrhy, 

Whofe  bus'nefs  tis  to  die  i 
What  fighing  fie  1 

Drown  fear,  drink  on.  be  jolly  boys, 

^Tis  he  you  or  I ; 

Cold,  hot,  wet  or  dry, 

We’re  always  bound  to  lodow,  boys. 

And  fcorn  to  fiy  ! 

’Tis  but  in  vain — 

I mean  not  to  upbraid  ye,  boys — 

'Tis  but  in  vain 

For  foldiers  to  comphin, 

Should  next  campaign 
Send  U3  tobi^^a  who  made  us,  boys. 

We’re  free  from  pain  ! 

But  if  we  remain, 

A bottle  and  kind  landlady,  boys. 

Cure  all  again. 

SONG  LIT. 

There  "vvas  once,  it  was  faid,  v/hen  is  cut  of 
my  head. 

And  where  too,  yet  true  is  rny  tale , 

That  a round  belly ’d  viccar,  bepimpied  with  . 
liquor, 

Could  fticktono  text  like  C;Ood  ale. 

‘TqI  ds  roi^de  r'jl^  lol  lol  hi. 

He  one  night  ’gan  to  dafe  ; for  under  the  rofe 
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The  parfon  was  then  fe  hfe  : 

Nan  fetpfs  /— you'i!  fay,  Whars  that  to  the  lay  i 
In  plain  englHh,  the  parfon  was  tipfy. 

His  derk  ftepping  in,  with  a band  bobbin  chin* 
As  fokmn  and  'Aupid  as  may  be  ; 

Theviccar  he  gap*d ; the  clerk  hern n'd  and 
fcrapVf, 

Saying,  F eale,  Sir,  to  buiy  ababy^ 

Now  our  author  fuppofes,  the  clerk's  name  was 
Mof«, . 

Ke  look'd  like  his  maflrer  fo  rofy  ; 

Who  blin'k  with  one  eye,  with  his  wug  all  away 
And  hiccup'd — Pray  how  is  it  Mofy  ? 

A diild,  Sir,  i$  cirry’d  by  yon  be  bury’d— 
Bury  me  Mofes  I no,  that  wont  do.«^ 

Lord,  Sir!  faid  the  clerk,  you  are  aj!  inthedark; 

'I'is  a child  to  be  biiry'd,  not  you. 

Well,  Mofes,  don  t hurry*;,  the  infant  we^tl 
bury.— • 

But,  mafter,  the  corpfe  cannot  flay 
Well  can't  it  ? but  why  ? for  once,  thenjwe'll  try 
If  a corpfc,  Mefes,  can  run  way. 

put  Mofes  rep^y'd'—  Sir,  the  parifh  will  chide, 
For  keeping  them  our  in  cold  weather.->- 
Then  Mofes  quoth  he?  go  and  tell  them,  from 
me, 

rn  bury  them  warm  all  together. 

But,  Sir, it  rains  hard  : pray  have  feme  regard— - 
Regard,  Mofes  ! that  makes  me  ftay: 

For  notorpfe,  young  or  old,  is  rain  can  catch 
cold ; 

But,  faith.  Mofes,  you  and  I may. 

Mofes  heM  be  gone,  faying.  Sir,  the  rain^s 

done  ; 

PVafe  to  rife,  and  Til  lend  you  my  hand.— 
Oh!  *lis  hard,  quoth  the  vkcar,  to  leave  niy 
pood  liquor, 

go,  where  ikn  fure  I can't  Rand, 
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Then  the  parfon  fore  troi^lcd,  to  the  church- 
yard iic  hobbled. 

Lamenting!:  tlie  length  of  the  way  : 

For>  Mefes,  q aoth  he  were  I a bifhop,  d^ye  fee, 
I neither  need  walk,  preach,  nor  pray 

When  he  came  to  the  grave,  fays  he-rMofes  a 
ftavc. 

Lord  1 where's  my  tobaccorbo:;:  hid  ? 

I dec  are  this  fait  wa:ldng  prevents  me  from 
talking  ; 

So  Mofc5,  pray  give  me  a qoib. 

Then  he  open'd  the  book,  and  in't  feem'd  to 
look, 

But  o'er  the  page  only  he  fquiuted 
Says  he,  Mofes,  Vin  vtx*d,  for  i can^t  find  the 
text. 

The  book  is  (o  damn  ably  printed . 

Good  people,  let's  pray,  Life's,  alas  ! but  a day  » 
Nay,  fomttimes  'tis  over  at  noon  ; 

Man  is  but  a flower,  cut  down  in  an  hour  ; 

'Tis  ftrong  ak,  Mofy,  does  it  To  foon. 

Woman  of  a man  born— no,  that's  wrong,  the 
leaf's  torn  : 

Upon  woman  the  natural  fwell  is  ; 

T/.e  world  would  grow  wild,  were  men  got 
with  child  : 

Mofes,  you  and  i might  h.ive  big  bellies  ! 

Keighbours  mind  wha^  I fay,  when  nis  night 
'tis  not  day. 

Though  in  foi  mer  times  faints  could  work 
wonders; 

For,  cut  off  your  head,  in  a trice,  it  is  faid, 
Tn.;y'd  replace  it  without  any  blunders. 
Come,  let  us  go  f rth  i put  the  chiid  iQ  the 
earth  ; 

Dull  to  dull;  M'jfes,  dufl  is  away  ; 
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Tor  Mofcs>  I truO:  we  all  fhotild  be  duft, 
if  v,e  were  not  to  moiften  our  day. 

So  one  pot,  and  then-^the  clerk  faid,  Amen.— * 
And  thus  we  have  carried  the  farce  on. 

The  taftc  of  the  times  wiilrelilh  cur  rhymee^ 
When  the  ridicule  runs  on  a paribn. 

Then,  Satire,  detefh  Immortality’s  jeff, 

Each  profane  or  immodeft  exprelfion  : 

But  v/e^li  not  be  rude  but  drink,  as  we  fliouldi 
To  the. .good  f oiks  of  tvh'y  profcflion. 

SONG  LlII. 

IN  a mouldering  cave  when  the  wretched 
retreat, 

Britania  fat  v?  afte  i with  care, 

She  wep’d  for  her  woife  then  exclaim’d  againft 

■ fai.e,  ^ ' 

And  gave  hcrftlfup  to  defpair. 

The  wall  of  her  cell  was  irifculpter’d  around, 
With  th’ exploits  of  her  fav'ritc  fon, 

And  even  the  du0  as  it  lay  on  the  ground 
Was  engraved  w iih  the  deeds  he  had  done. 

The  fire  of  his  Gods  from  his  chryftsline 
throne, 

Bthdd  this  difcoiifolate  dame, 

And  iT-cv'd  w ith  8 tears  he  fent  Murcury 
down, 

And  ihefe  were  the  tidings  that  came. 
Britania  forbear,  not  a figh  nor  a tear, 

For  thy  Wolfe  fo  delervtdiy  lov^d  ; 

Ycur  grief  (hall  be  chang’d  into  triumph  of 

)OYf 

1 hy  Wo.fe  is  not  dead  but  remov’d. 

The  tons  of  the  earth  the  proud  Giants  of 

old, 

Havebroljte  from  tbeir  dat-kfome  abode, 
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i|  &nd  fuch  is  the  news  as  in  heaven  its  tyld, 

II  The/'re  inaixhiog  to  war  with  their  Ggci, 

'1  A Council  was  hdd  in  the  chamber  of  Jove, 

; When  thty  came  to  this  final  decree. 

That  Woifc  (he u id  he  cah'd  to  the  armies 
above, 

And  the  ch  was  entruflcd  to  me. 

i To  the  plains  of  Q^eb^c  with  .tliefe  oixiers  I 

; fi^w, 

! He  feeg^’d  for  a momsuts  deh’.y— 

He  cry’d  O ! forbear  (et  me  v:^t„.ry  hear, 

And  then  thy  co,mmariJtt  IM  obey- 
Wi.h  a darkening  film  I encompaiVd  his 
eyes. 

And  convey'd  him  away  in  an  urn 
Left  the  londuf’fs  he  bore  to  his  owa  native 
fhore^ 

Should  perfuade  him  again  to  return. 
SONG  LIV. 

CEASE  a while  ye  winds  to  blow 
Ceafe  ye  murra’riag  v/avea  to  flor, 
Haih'd  be  every  tu  !cr  noife, 

Methinks  I hear  my  wanderers  voice. 

There's  the  rock,  the  ftream.  the  tree# 

Hark  a voice  methiiiks  'tis  he  ; 

I *Tis  not  he  yet  ni^ht  comes  on 

Ah  ! where's  my  loveiy  wanderer  gpne. 

Loiid  ri’fpeak  HI  make  him  hear, 

*Tis  I wmo  cal  s my  love  my  dear  ^ 

Night  comes  on  why  this  delay 
My  lovely  wanderer’s  loft  his  way* 

S O N G LV.  ^ 

NO  more  my  fong  fball  be  ye  Twain s ! 

'Of  pur.ing  ftre^ms  and  flo  very  piains, 

I More  fragrant  beauties  aow  info  ire, 
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ikiid  PI  crbus -tunes  the  warbling  lyre  ; 
Divine)-/  ai  'edthus  1 mean, 

To  celebrate,  to  edebrat^t  my  highland  queen-:^ 

In  her  fweet  innocence  you'll  find, 

Fair  biauty  truth  and  freedom  join'd, 

Strid  honor  fi:i9  her  fpotlefs  foui, 

And  adds  a lultre  to  the  whole  ; 

A match kfs  fnape  a lovely  mein. 

Ail  centre  in  my  highland  queen. 

No  fudden  ruih  oftrlfli  ag  jo/a, 

Ht  r fattled  caim  of  life  dcliroy^j, 

F orn  pddeand  alTrdiV'on  free, 

She  fmiics  alike  on  you  and  me. 

The  brigb tell  nymph  that  trips  the  green, 

J do  proiiownce  my  highland  queen. 

How  blcfs'd  the  youth  whofe  generous  fate. 
Has  defdn'd  to  to  fair  a mate. 

With  aU  thefe  wond’ron's  gift?,  in  (lore, 

While  each  returning  day  brings  more-^ 
What  man  more  happy  can  be  feen, 
PoficfTing  thee  my  highland  queen. 

SONG  LYI. 

Zephyrs  fan  the  verdant  grov;^, 
VV  And  ilowictsdtck  the  plain  ; 

While  d^epherds  tell  the  nyrriphs  their  love,- 
And  Baunt  in  pkafurcs  train— 

To  yonder  cottage  of  my  fair 
My  anxious  fck>tri:tps  bind 
What  joy  fo  great  as  viewing  there 
ion^r  cf)d  a frinid. 

To  l-Hir  I fear  not  to  dirclofe, 

The  fccreis  of  ray  heart. 

She  bears  a part  in  all  my  vvoee., 

In  ral  my  joys  a part  • 

If  e’er  Ihe  wtep  I klfs  the  tear 
And  hid  her  Pure v/a  end 
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If  fhc  Is  pleasM  joy  fhows  22«near 
^ lover  afid  a fHend. 

Tbe  youthful  innocent  and  gay, 

Offpotlefs  mind  and  mien, 

She  quicldy  (teaia  all  hearts  away, 

Wtierever  fhe  isfeen  ; 

But  tha’  each  (hepherds  heart  fhc  charms,. 

And  all  before  her  bind, 

Round  me  alone  Ihe  throws  her  arms, 

A lover  and  a friend* 

SONG  LVir. 

Here  a (hire  hulk  lies  poor  Tom  Bowlin, 
The  darling  of  onr  crew— 

No  more  heM  hear  the  temped  howling, 

For  death  has  bro't  him  too : 

Kis  form  was  of  the  manlieft  beairty, 

His  heart  was  kind  and  foft, 

Faithful  below  he  did  his  duty, 

And  novj  hf*s  alofty 
And  nsxVy  tsf c* 

Tom  never  from  his  word  departed, 

His  virtues  were  fo  rare, 

His  friends  were  many  and  true  hearted,' 

His  Fol  was  kind  and  fiir  ; 

And  then  heM  fing  as  blythe  and  jolly, 

Many  is  the  time  and  oft 
Bat  mirth  has  turn'd  to  melahcholy, 

Fitr  Tom  has  gone  aloft ! 

For  Tomy  Sffe, 

Yet  fliall  poor  Tom  find  pleafent  weather, 
When  he  who  all  commmds, 

Shall  give  to  call  life's  crei^  together, 

The  word  to  pipe  all  hands  I 
Then  death  whom  kings  and  tars  difp^tcLes, 
In  vain  Tom's  life  has  eofit, 
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For  altbo*  his  body's  under  hatcb^Sj 
His  foul  hm  gon  e aloft ^ 
foul,  ^c. 

SONG  LVUL 

WHEN  bidden  to  the  wake  or  fairt 

The  joy  of  each  free  hearted  fwain  s 
Phebe  promis'd  to  be  there, 

I loitered  laitof  ail  the  train  : 

If  chance  fome  fairing  caught  her  eye, 

Jti  ribbon  gay  or  filken  glove. 

With  eager  iiatte  I ran  to  buy, 

For  what  is  go’d  compar'd  to  leve. 

My  pofy  on  her  bofom  plac*  d, 

Coil’d  thd'e  its  fweeteft  feents  exhale, 

Her  auburn  locks  my  ribbon  grac'd 
And  flutter'd  in  the  wanton  gale  : 

With  fcorn  fhc  hears  me  now  complain* 

Nor  can  my  ruftic  prefence  move, 

Her  heart  prefers  a richer  twain 
And  gold  alas  has  banifb\i  love. 

SONG  LIX. 

ON  Richmond's  hill  there  lives  a lafs,* 
More  blythe  than  May  day  mom, 

Her  charms  ail  other  maids  furpafs, 

Sae's  a lofe  without  a thorn. 

K/i  la/s  fo  neat,  wth /miles  fo  f^eety; 

Hath  won  right  good  will, 
rd  crowns  rejign,  to  call  her  minty 
Hweet  lajs  of  Rtchmond  hUf* 

Sweet  Ufsy  Esfe. 

Ye  zephyrs  gay  that  fan  the  air. 

And  waiitGn  in  the  grove. 

Go  « hifper  to  pry  charming  fair,, 

1 die  for  her  with  love,. 

Tbislqfs.^e, 

F 
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Haw  happy  mull  thelheph  erdbe  j ^ 1 

VVhocalla  this  nymph  bis  own; 

O that  her  heart  was  fix^d  on  me,  1 

Mine  beats  for  her  alone. 
this  lajsy 

SONG  LX. 

Ye  fons  of  Mars  attend,  come  join  thefsftlire 
throng. 

In  lofty  (trains  exalt,  for  Jove  approves  our 
^ong. 

Let  gladnefs  every  heart  expand  let  gratitiide 
ihfpire, 

Each  Patriot's  breaft  with  joy  and  mirth  to  hail 
the  royal  fire.  ' ^ 

A Dauphin  born^  let  canons  roatf 
Bid  Echo  rend  the  jkf^ 

Long  life  to  GalHous  King 
Columbia* s great  allj» 

Hark ! hark  1 a fudejoy  it  maics  trembling  ether 
ring 

While  (houting  armies  hail,  a Prince  a future 
hing, 

On  whom  may  heaven  with  liberal  hand  its 
choiceft  gifts  beftow. 

May  peace  and  wifdom  blefs  his  reign,  and  lau-:; 
rels  gra  ce  his  brow, 

A Dauphin,  c. 

To  viftt  earth  once  more  Lo  ! lo  ! Aflreal 
deigns. 

The  golden  age . returns  and  truth  and  juftice, 
reigns. 

Sec  proud  oppreflion  hides  its  head,  dll  tyrany 
expires,  ' I 

And  Independence  heavens  fair  gift,  lights  !ree| 
doms  facred  fires, 

A Pauphin^ 
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SONG  LXL 

Let  poets  their  miftrcflcs  praifes  rehearfe. 
Let  fidtion  fupply  them  with  fubje<5t  and 
verfe, 

A Goddefs  and  1,  Vm  fure  neVr  can  agree. 
Since  ihc  giri  that  I love  is  a mortal  like  me* 
Si72ee  the^  £ffc. 

Kind  nature  has  blefs^d  her  with  charms  I muth 
own, 

Nor  is  (he  indebted  to  nature  alone, 

Noadt  or  dcfign  in  Maria  you  fee, 

Altho'  ihe^s  no  more  than  a mortal  like  me* 
Altho^Jbc^s,  £. 

Health  blooms  on  her  cheek  virtue  fmiks  in  her 
eye,  • 

i love  her  finccrcly  Til  tell  you-  for  why— 

She’ll  dance  laugh  and  £ng  Ihe  is  chatty  and 
frecf 

And  yet  fhe^s  no  more  than  a mortal  like  me. 
And  jet  Jhe*Sj  i3c*  _ 

IMI apply  not  to  Cupid  or  Venus  for  aid. 

I’ll  apply  where  I love  to  my  favorite  maid. 
All  1 alk  ail  I wifb  in  this  world  you  rnay  fcc; 
Love  a mortal  Maria,  oh  let  it  be  me. 

Lov^^ 

? O N G LXIL 

The  bright  rofy  morning 
Peeps  over  the  hills, 

With  blulhes  adorninj;. 

The  meadows  and  fields, 

Hear  the  merry,  merry,  merry  horn, 

Cry  come,  come  away ; 

Awake  from  your  flumber. 

And  hail  the  new  morn. 


The  ftag  rofc  before  us, 

Away  feems  to  Sy, 

And  pants  to  the  chorus 
Of  the  hounds  in  full  cry, 

Then  let  us,  let  us,  let  us  follovr 
The  muSca]  chace, 

Whilft  pleafure  with  vigor 
We  have  health  to  embrace. 

The  day  fports  h.eing  over. 

Our  blood  circles  right. 

And  brings  the  brilk  lover, 

Frtfn  charms  for  the  night— 

Then  let  us,  let  1:3,  let  us  erjoy  au 
We  can  vhile  we  may 
Let  love  crown  our  nights,  boys, 

As  the  fports  crown  the  day* 

SONG  LXilL 

Othc  moments  were  fad  when  my  love  ana 
I parted, 

Saveyne  f on  Delab  Cbe^vcncye  ; 

As  I kiiftd  off  the  tear  I was  nigh  broke^ 
hearted. 

Sei^jcyne^  £5f c. 

Brif^  were  our  men  all  roaring  like  thunder, 
Pieafed  with  the  voyage  and  impatient  ofplun* 
der, 

But  my  poor  heart  was  nigli  broke  alTunder 
Sa^voyr.ey  iffc, 

Whfh  the  word  of  command  put  cur  men  Into 
motion, 

Savoyney  r. 

As  I buckled  on  my  kcapfack  to  crofs  the  wide 
ocean 
Saroyne^ 

was  her  cheek  as  fhe  hung  on  my  IhouK 
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Damp  was  her  hand  no  marble  was  cddcr,  ■ 
I fear'd  that  again  I never  would  behold  her  j •’ 

Sa%'oyney  i 

Long  I fought  for  my  country  far  from  my  ^ 

true  love, 

Savoyne  c»  \ 

Peace  being  proclaim'd  I efeaped  from  the 
llaughter, 

Landed  at  home  and  my  fwcet  girl  4 fought 
her, 

But  forrow  alas  to  a cold  grave  had  bro't  her, 
Saving  jQTi  Delah  Cbevan  aye, 

SONG,  LXIV. 

The  fweet  briar  grows  in.  the  merry  green 
/ wood, 

Where  the  mufh  rofe  diffafes,  diiiufes  its  per* 
fumes  fo  free, 

But  the  blight  often  feizes  both  blolTom  and 

bud, 

While  the  mildew  flies  over  the  Malberr  y 
tree, 

Inthe  nurfery  reared  like  the  young  tender 
vine, 

Mankind  of  all  orders  and  every  dej?rec, 

Fir  ft  crawl  on  the  .ground  then  ipnng  up  like 
the  pine. 

And  fome  branches  bear  fruit  ii  ke  the  Ml*!-  i 
berry  tree. 

To  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  fome  twine  like  a ' 
twig,  ^ 

While  fome  fappy  fprouts  with  their  fruits 

oifagree,  ’ r 

For  which  we  from  birch  now  and  then  pluck  a 
twig. 

Which  is  not  quite  fo  Iweet  as  the  Mulberry 

tK’e,  ' ' ^ : 

t 


The  vail  tree  of  life  we  all  eagerly 

And  icnpaticntiy  pant  at  Its  high  top 
to  he, 

Tho*  nine  out  of  ten  ai;c  lopped  oli  in  their 
prime, 

And  they  drop  like  dead  icavea,  from  the 
Mulberry  tree. 

Some  live  by  the  leaf  and  fome  by  the 
bough, 

As  the  fong:,  or  the  dance  their  vecatioa 
may  be, 

And  fome  live  and  ftrive  thciigh  we  know  i?o 
more  how 

Than  the  dew  that  flits  ever  the  Mulberry 

tree. 

Bat  like  weeping  willow'?  wc  hang  down  our 
heads 

Whea  poor  wither’d  ciders  were  defin'd 
to  be 

And  we’re  mindtd  no  more  than  mere' dogs 
when  they're  dead, 

pv  the  dew  that  Hies  ova  the  M.ulberry 
tree. 

SONG  LXV. 

L A D Y W A S H "i  N G T O N. 

SAW  you  my  hero  Geouge,  ^ 

I have  travelled  o’er  the  plain, 

And  enquir’d  of  every  fwain. 

But  no  tidings  could  I get  of  my  George. 

I faw  not  your  hero 

But  rm  told  he’s  in  the  van, 

Wh^re  the  battle’s  jiiil  began, 

But  1 hafte  to  take  care  ci  my  ir  en. 

b'er  hills  and  o’er  dales  o’er  moun'aina  and 
plain  Q, 
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Vrhere  the  drum? and  the  trumps  found alaviTiS, 
O ! ye  Gods  i ^^ive  you  ch-^rge, 

To  protect  my  hero  Georgi:, 

And  reUirn  him  fafe  back  to  iny  arms. 

SONG  LXVI. 

HOW  fvveet  is  the  woodland  with  fleet 
hound  an  ! horn  ! 

To  waken  fliril]  echo  and  tafle  the  freOi  morn/* 
Eiic  hard  is,  thechacc  myfond  heart  mun;pur'« 
fue, 

Eor  Daphne,  fair  D^.phne  is  lod  to  my  view-— 

A ffrl  me  DF  AN"  the  nymph  to  regain, 

More  fleet  than  the  roebuck,  and  wing'd  with, 
difdain, 

fn  pity  o'ert  ike  her,  who  won-ads  as  fhe  Ok'S. 
Tnoiigh  D ip!me-"d  p.mfued  'tis  MyrtiUo  that' 
cUe«. 

SONG  LXY'ir, 

FRESH'  and  (Irongthe  breeze  is  b4o^^’i^g5 
As  yon  fhipat  andior  rides  ; 

Sullen  waves  incen'int  fl  swing 
Rudely  da  Hi  againft  its  fades.  .. 

Thus  my  heart,  its  coarfe  impeded,  ■ 

Beats  in  my  perlurbed  bread. 

Boubts,  like  waves  by  waves  fucGseded.) 

Rife  and  ftiii  deny  it  reft— 

By  her  anchor  (liil  fupported 
Idly  round  the  roar, 

See  the  broken  cables  parted, 

And,  1 Che  fliip's  on  fhore.  , 

Thus  defpairmy  foul  ana''‘ying, 

Like  the  overwhe.ming  wave  ; 

Hopes  and,  fears,  a; ike  dcrcioyiag, 

Speed  nie  to  the  h ent  grave. 
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SONG  LXVm. 

As  I was  walking  to  tak^  the  aiv. 
Alexia  a talking  I chanced  to  hear. 

And  as  he  fat  o^erihaded  with  wilio^ws 
f heard  him  complain^' 

O charming  young  Daphe,  thy  cruel  difdaia 
Sias^pierced  my  heart  with  inoft  exquifue  painj 
OpJ  ko<ip  could  you  deceite  mey 
7" bus  Kifdund  mty  and  leave  me 
7o  liingwjb  alone, 

In  various  circles  the  lambkins  do  play, 

The  innocent  turtles  are  fportive  and  gay. 

But  I,  alas  ! am  doomed  to  fee  pleafure 
I cannot  enjoy  ; 

ru fly  from  all  mirth  to  fome  mountains  un» 
known 

And  there  I will  languish  in  forrow  alone. 
Obhonsj^  i^c. 

Go,  go,  gentle  Zephyrs,  refound  in  her  ear 
Thcanguilh  I fuffer  by  paffion  firice, 

H loathe  my  food,  my  fieep  is  departed, 

The  world  links  in  gloom  ; 

Tell  Daphne  her  beauty  and  youth  will  decay, 
Asrofesungathered  will  foon  fade  away. 

Ob  towy  ilfc. 

Stop,  flop,  gentle  Zephyrs,  there  lies  the  fair 
maid. 

Watched  by  her  own  angel  beneath  yonder 
lhade 

In  foft  repofe,  oh  guard  her  fwcet  flumbers. 

Ye  powers  above  ; 

Hulh,hulh,  ye  gay  fongfters,  be  lilent,  thou  rlll^ 
V/iiile  Daphne  repofes,  all  nature,  be  ftiil. 
Breathe,  breathe  fragrant,  ye  rofe.s, 
While  Daphne  repofes 
lafweet  fleepe 
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P JOIN’D  with  her  flighting  Jamic3  love 
Bdl  drop'd  a tear,  repenting  tear, 

Thr;  G.  dercending  from  above  , ^ 

Wd‘ pleas'd  to  hear,  wdf  hear, 

They  hear  d the  praifes  of  the  youth 
From  her  own  tongue,  from  her  own  tonguc> 
Who  now  Gbnyertcd  was* o truth 
And  thus  file  fung,  moft  fweetlyfung 

Bieft  days  ^hen  our  ingenuous  fex, 

More  frank  and  kind,  6:c. 

Did  not  their  fond  admirers  vex. 

But  fpoke  their  mmd,  Sep. 

Repenting  now  fhe  promifid'  fmr, 

Would  he  return,  6cc. 

She  ne'er  again  would  give  him  care, 
Norcaufe  him  mourn,  ungrateful  moiirn. 

W'  y loved  I the  deferving  fwain  ! 

Yet  flill  thought  fliame,  See. 

W j’e  he  my  yielding  heart  did  gam 
, To  own  liy  See, 

W'hy  took  i ptealure  to  torment. 

And  feem'd  fo  coy  ? Sac, 

Vv  hich  makes  me  now,  n'as  ! lament  - 
My  flighted  love,  my  flighted  joy. 

Ye  fak*,  which  beauty's  in  the  fpring-, 

_ O ^-n  your  dtfire,  your  fond  defire. 

While  gentle  love  with  hia  foft  wing 
Fans  up  the  ^re,  &c. 

Oh  ! do  n('t  w'V'  afliiy  pride 
Orlovf  Jifdain, 

Refufe  to  be  a happy  bride, 

But  anfwer  piaia,  dirt<5tly  plain. 

Thua  the  fair  mourner  waii'd  her  crime, 

With  flowing  eyes,  o'er  flowing  eyes, 

Qiad  Jtmmy  heard  her  aii  the  time, 
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With  faucet  furprife,  &c. 

Some  God  had  brotighl  hriaa  to  the  grovej? 

Hia  mind  unchanged,  &c. 

Tkw  to  her  arms,  and  cried,  my  love, 
i am  reveng’d,  fweetly  reveng’d.— 

SONG  LXX. 

Trust  not  man  for  he’ll  dcccivcyou  ^ 
Treach’ry  Is  hisfoleintent  ; 

Tirft  h€\\  court  you,  thdti  ht^lllcate  yoUj, 
Poor,  deluded  ! to  lament* 

Term’d  by  nature  to  und  o us, 

They  eicape  our  utmofl;  heed  ; 

Oh  1 bow  ^um&UvfhcQ  they  eivoo  u% 

But  ho^ proud,  vthcn  ihty/ticcesd. 

So  the  Bird  when  once  deluded. 

By  the  fowler’s  artful  foare  : 

Tines  out  lire  in  cage  fecluded ; 

pair  ones,  while  you^re  young,  beware. 

SONG  LXXL 


' VASlODV  OK  THE  ABOVE* 

**T^UST  not  fuioman^  (he‘ll  beguile  you, 
A Ml  her  fmilcs  arc  formed  by  art ; 
Tird  lhc‘h Jtaitcr  then  exiU  youM 
Sighing  with  a broken  heart  ! 

Torm’d  by  nature  to  purfue  us, 

They  outftripthe  fleeted  men  - 
Jtb  ! how  fwcet  they  bill  and  coo  us 
But  how/r6»</  they  triumph  then  J 
So  the  FISH  the  bait  admiring, 

On  the  ang^le^s  fatalihare, 

Gafps  out,  life  in  pangs  expireing  3 
Lov^s,  of  the  book  bewaie ; 
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SOME  women  take  delight  in  drefSf 
And  fome  in  cards  take  pleafurCf 
While  others  place  their  happinefa 
In  heaping  hoards  of  treafiirC) 

In  private  fome  delight  to  kifs. 

Their  hidden  charms  unfolding. 
But  they  miftake  their  fov^reign  blifSj) 
Their‘3  no  fuch  joy  as  fcoiding. 

Each  morn, as  1 open  myeyeSj, 

I fooadifperfe  all  filence. 

Before  my  neighbors  can  arifcj 
They  hear  my  clack  a mile  hencce 
When  at  the  board  I take  my  featji, 
Theresa  one  continued  riot  ^ 

I cat,  1 fcold,  1 Icoid.  I eat» 

My  clack  is  ueyer  qtiiet. 

Let  it  be  ficih,  or  fowl  or  fiffit 
Though  of  my  own  providing^ 

I full  find  fault  with  everj[difh, 

Still  every  fervant  chiding : 

Too  fat,  too  lean,  to6  fait  too  fre% 
I never  can  be  fiilted, 
jButgive  a blaft  at  every  difh, 
fi^k^d  roafted,  boiPd  or 

Every  night  when  I go  tbbed^ 

1 furely  fall  a weepiag, 

For  filcnce  is  the  thing  I dttad^^ 

1 cannot  fcold  when  fleeping. 

But  then  my  pains  to  mitigate. 

And  drive  away  all  forrow. 
Although  tonight  may  be  too  late 
l‘ll  pay  them  off  to-morrow; 
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virgins  attend, 

Bdieve  your  friend. 

And  with  prudenceaf^heic  to  my  plaas 
Ne‘er  let  it  be  raid* 

There  goes  an  old  maid* 

But  get  married  as  faft  as  you  can* 
Asfoon  afyou  find 
Your  hearts  are  inc  in 
To  beat  quick  at  the  fight  of  a man 
Then  choofe  out  a youth 
With  honor  and  truth, 

And  get  married  as  faft  as  you  can* 

For  age,  like  a c'oud, 

Your  charms  foon  fhroud, 

And  this  whimfical  Itfe^s  but^  fpan  5- 
Then  maids  make  your  hay. 

While  Sol  darts  his  ray, 

And  get  married  as  faft  as  you  can; 

The  treacherous  rake 
Win  artfuly  take, 

EvTy  metiiod  ^ r girls  to  trepan  i 
But  briffie  their  fnare, 

Make  virtue  your  care. 

And  get  married  as  faftas  you  car. 

And  when  Hyraen‘s  bands, 

Have  joined  both  your  hands  , 

The  bright  flame  fti  1 continue  to  fan 
lSe‘er  harbor  the  ftings 
That  jealoufy  brings, 

But  be  c€>nfiant;  and  blelt  while  you  ca^ 
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MACHERAMf  my  charming  falr> 

Whofe  fmires  can  banifh  erery  care  i 
In  kind  compaflion  fmile  on 
Whofe  only  care  is  love  and  thee. 
Macheramii  Machtrami^  MacBeramh 

tinder  fweet  Mendihip^s  facred  names 
My  bofom  caugh  the  tender  flame) 

May  fricndftiip  in  thy  bofom  be, 
Converted  into  love  fdr  mci 
Macherami^  £S^r. 

Together  reared  tdgethei"  grown  j 
O let  our  hearts  unite  in  one ; 

3bet  pity  foftert  thy  decree,  ^ 
i droop  dear  iiiaid  1 die  for  thee* 
Macheramif 

S O K G tXXV^. 

Anftwerfo  thealave^ 

MONCHERE  Aihia  let  not  def^Sf) 
Your  bofom  load  with  ankiouecafe"  f 
Whofe  heart  fo  open,  mirid  fo  free, 
ni  think  on  him  w ho  thinks  oh  me, 
Moneber^  Amia» 

Charge  not  a tender  virgins  flame. 

With  riidenefs  to  coniefs  the  fatihei 
Oh  pardon  all  the  faiilts  you  fee, 

Still  think  dn  her  who  thinks  ®nthce« 
M^nehere  Atnia, 

Then  let  us  to  the  church  incline, 

On  Hyman  wait  ohr  hatids  to joinp 
Forever  happy  we  will  be, 
i Weft  with  you,  yoii  Weft  with  me, 
Mcnebere  Amia* 

& 
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NOW  we' are  frecM  from  College  raksy 
From  common  place-book  rcafon:ng> 
From  trifling  fullogiftic  fchools, 

And  fyftem  out  of  feafon  : 

Never  more  will  have  defin'd. 

If  /Batter  think  or  thinks  not. 

All  the  matter  we‘ve  to  mind,  ; 

To  fee  who  drinks,  or  or  drinks  not* 
Metaphyfically  to  trace, 

The  mind  or  foul  attra  (fled’,. 

Or  prove  infinity  of  fpace. 

By  caufe  or  caufe  aiftCled 
Better  fouls  we  can‘t  become, 

By  immaterial  thinking— 

And  as  for  fpace  we  want  no  room, 

But  juft,  enough  to  drink  in* 

Plenum^  vac uim^fnintiSi plus f 
Are  learned  words  and  rare  too, 

Thofe  terms  our  Tutors  may  difeufs, 

And  thofe  who  pleafe  may  her  too.^ 

A plenum  in  our  v/ine  we  fliow, 

And  plus  and  plus  behind  Sir, 

And  when  our  cafii  is  minus 
A foon  we  find  Sir. 

Gapernium  that  learned  fage, 

Don  Tycho‘8  error  proving. 

Declaring  I can‘t  tell  wfcat  page. 

The  Earth  round  fol  was  moving  : 

But  which  goes  round  what‘s  that  to  us,, 
Each  is  perhaps  a notion  : 

With  Earth  and  Sun  we  ll  make  no  fufsf 
But  mind  the  bottles  motion. 

©reat  GalHo  ill  was  us*d, 

By  fupcrftitious  fury, 

Antipodians  were  abused. 
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By  ignoramus  jury  : 

But  feet  to  ftet  we  do  atteft, 

Nor  fear  a treatment  feurvey, 

For  when  we‘re  dmnk  turn 
We‘re  tumbling  toply  turvy. 

Newton  talk'd  of  lights  and  ftiadeSj 
And  different  colons  knew  Sir j, 

Don  t let  us  difturh  our  heads  , 

We  will  but  ftudy  top  Sir, 

White  and  red  ourglaffes  boaff, 

Reflection  and  refraCtion,  . 

After  him  we^ll  name  our  toaff, 

The  centuB  of  attraction. 

On  that  Thefis  we'll  declaim, 

W i th  (iraium  (uperjiru^  urn 
There's  mighty  magic  in  the  name 
'Tis  natures  poflulatum  : 

Wine  in  nature’s  next  to  love. 

Then  wifely  let  us  blend  them, 

Firft  tho‘  Phyflcally  prove,  \ 

Num  temp  us  eji  virhendum* 

s o o Lxxvir. 

Abe  \UTE0US  sterling  late  1 faw. 
On  lovely  Sylvia's  hand  ; 

To  check its  flight,  around  its  leg, 

She  ties  a fliken  band. 

In  vain  it  flutters  to  be  gone  5 
ConRnement  is  its  lot  % 

In  vain  it  fir ives  to  break  the  band. 

But  can't  untie  the  knot. 

Ceafe,  ceafe.j^c*  cri  d,  here  you  fhall  feed 
“ And  in  my  bofomreft,-*' 

No  bird  that  ev  er  wing'd  the  air, 

Was  half  lo  much  careft. 

It  from  my  hand  youfliould  cfcapc, 

You  may  perchance  be  fiiott 
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Th^nceafe  to  peck  ‘tis  all  in  vain  i 
“ Yott  cant  Hntie  the  knot.“ 

The  bird  contented  grbws  at  lengthy 
While  Sylvia  ftrokes  his  plumes, 

E^edts  his  little  creft  and,  foon, 

Hia  former  notes  refumes. 

From  ^hat  he<d  heard  the  fair  one  fay^ 

“ Thcfe  words  by  rote  begot, 

4iid  oft  repeated  every  day, 

!^ou  ^anU  untis  the  knot* 

Pne  evening  youthful  Damon  fatt 
With  Sylyiaby  his  fide  ; 

Reward  my  love  at  laft,faid  he, 

To  morrow  be  my  Beidi. 

Her  blulhes  in  h’s  fayor  rofc 
Yet  fhc  confented  not ; 

For  ere  ftie  fpoke  the  Sterling  pri^4t 
Tou  €an'‘t  untie  knot, 

s p H Q.  Lxxvin. 

WHEN  Delia  on  the  plain  appears, 
AwM  by  a thoufand  tender  fear# 
I would  approach  but  dare  not  move ; 
Tell  me  my  heart,  if  this  be  Ipve  I 

When  e^er  (he  fpeaks,  my  ravifliMeav 
pthervo'ce  but  her's  can  hear  || 

No  other  wit  but  her^s  approve  ; 

Teil  me  ray  heart,  if  this  be  love  I 

If  Ihp  fome  other  fwain  command  ; 
Tho*  I was  once  his  fondeft  friend, 

His  inftant  enemy  I prove  ; 

Tell  me  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

When  fhe  is  abfent,  I no  more 
Delight  in  all  that  pjeafid  before. 

The  dearefl  fpringi  the  Ihadk ft  grove  % 
Tell  inc  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  \ ^ 
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When  fond  of  powe*r,  of  ty  vain, 

Her  net  Ihe  fpread  for  ev‘ry  fwain^ 

I ftrove  to  hate,  but  vain*y  ftrove  : 

'Sell  live  my  heart,  if  this  be  love? 

SONG  LXXIX. 

C “T^  W \S  on  the  morn  of  fweet  May  day, 
X.  Wiicn  nature  painted  allthinge  gay, 
Taught  birds  lo  fing  and  lambs  to  play, 
And  gild  the  meadows  rare  ; 

Young  jockey  early  in  the  dawn, 

Arofe,  and  tript  it  o<<"rthe  lawn; 

His  Sunday's  coat  the  youth  put  on, 

For  fenny  had  vow'd  away  to  run 
With  Jockey  to  the  fair. 

For  Jenny  had 

The  cheerful  paridi  bdls  had  rung, 

With  eag^*  fteps  he*tru<!g‘d  along, 

Vfith  flowry  garlands  round  him  hung, 

W hich  fhepards  us*d  to  wear  : 

He  tapt  the  window — H ifte^  my  dear, 

Jenny  impatieot,  cri'd  Who's  there  I 
‘Tis  J,  my  love,  and  no  one  near  ; 

Step  gently  down,  you  ve  nought  to  fear, 
AVith  Jockey  to  the  fair. 

My  dad  and  mammals  faft  afleep» 

My  brother  s up,  and  with  the  fheep  ; 

And  will  you  ft  ill  your  prolfe  keep, 

Which  I have  heard  you  f'/rear  \ 

And  will  you  ever  conftant  prove  ? 

I will  by  all  the.  powers  above. 

And  ne^er  deceive  my  charming  I dove  : 
Difpel  thefe  doubts,  and  hafte  my  love, 

With  Jockey  to  the  fair 

Behold  the  ring,  the  ftiephcrd  cri^d 
Will  Jenny.be  my  charming  bride  i 
Let  Cupid  be  our  happy  guide, 

K 
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And  Hymen  meet  us  there. 

Then  Jockey  did  his  vows  renew:, 
fie  would  be  conftant,  would  be  true  » 
His  word  was  pledg‘d— away  ihe  fieW| 
With  cowflips  tipt  balmy  dew, 
With  Jockey  to  the  fair. 

In  raptures  meet  the  joyfpl  throng. 
Their  gay  cornpanions  blithe  apd  young 
Each  join  the  dance,  each  join  the  (ong. 
And  hail  the  happy  pair : 

In  turns  there^s  hone  fp  fond  as  they. 
They  blcfs^d  the  kind  propitious  day  5 
The  fmiling  mom  of  blooming  May, 
When  lovely  Jenny  ran  away,  ’ 
With  Jockey  to  the  fair. 
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1 DREAMT  I faw  a piteous  fight, 
Young  Cupid  weeping  lay. 

Until  his  pretty  ftars  of  light. 

Had  wept  thenafclves  away. 

Methought  I alk‘d  him  why  hc^cpt;* 
Mere  pity  led  m^  on  : 

He  deeply  %h‘d  and  then  reply*d|| 

‘ Alas  i I am  undone. 

As  I beneath  yon  mirtle  lay, 

Clofe  by  Diana^.s  fprings, 

Aiuintpr  ftole  my  bow  away. 

And  pinioned  both  my  wings. 

Alas  ’ faid  I,  where's  then  thy  boWjj 
Wherewith  he  wpi^nded  me  I 
Thou  art  a god;  aud  fuch  a blow. 
Could  come  from  none  but  thee- 
But  if  thou  wilt  revenged  be 
On  that  ambitious  fwain, 

5*11  fpt  thy  wings  at  liberty, 

‘ A^d  thoulhaltfiy  again: 


Arid  all  the  fervice  on  my  part 
That  1 require  of  thee. 

Is  that  ypu’ci  wound  Amin  tor's  hearty 
And  makes  him  die  for  me* 

The  filken  fetters  I untied, 

And  the  gay  wings  difplayM, 

He  mounting  gently  fanned  and  cry’d 
Adieu,  fend  fooUfli  maid  ! 

At  that  I and  angry  grew, 

i diould  the  god  believe  ; 

]put  waking  found  my  dream  too  truf|^ 

Alas ! 1 was  a {lave . 

SONG  LXHXh 

T SIGH  and  lament  me  in  vain, 

Thefe  walls  can  bvit  echo  my  moan  | 
Alas ! it  increafes  my  pain, 

When  1 think  on  the  days  that  are  gonso 
Through  the  grate  of  my  prifon  1 fee,* 

The  birds  as  they  wanton  in  air  : 

My  heart  how  it  pants  to  be  free, 

My  looks  they  are  wild  with  defpair  5 

Above,  though  pppreft  with  my  fate, 

1 burn  with  contempt  for  my  foes  j 
Though  fortune  has  alter'd  my  ftatc. 

She  ne'er  can  fubdue  me  to  thofe.  ^ 

Falfe  women  ! In  all  ages  to  come, 

Thy  malice  detefted  fhailbe; 

And  wmen  we  are  cold  in  the  tomb, 

Some  hearts  lhall  hiJl  forrow  for  me* 

Ye  roofs,  where  cold  damps  and  difmay. 
With  file  nee  and  foiitude  dwell  ; 

How  comfortleis  paifes  the  day! 

How  fad  toils  the  evening  bell ! 

The  owls  from  the  battlements  cry ; 
Hoiicw  windsfiem  to  murmiir  around^s 
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O Mary  ! prepare  thee  to  die  ! 

My  blood  it  runs  cold  at  the  found  t 

SONG  LXXXII. 

OF  damafk  cheeks,  and  fnowy  ncck^ 

Let  other  lovers  tell  : 

Within  the  bofom  of  my  fair^ 

Superior  beauties  dwell. 

There  all  the  graces  of  the  mind, 

In  fair  afTembI  age  play  ; 

There  each  endearing  virtue  ibed 
Its  intelledual  ray. 

Unbounded  fympathy  difplays, 

Each  captivating  charm  I 
While  friedfhip  pure,  and  virtuous  love, 

Her  tender  bofom  warm. 

When  that  fair  form  fliall  fink  in  age, 

And  all  thofc graces  fly, 

The  beauty  of  that  heavenly  mind. 

Shall  length  of  years  defy. 

SONG  LXXXIIL 

I THAT  once  Was  a ploughman,  a failor  am 
now. 

No  lark  that's  aloft  in  the  Iky, 

Ever  flutler‘d  its  wings  to  give  fpeed  to  the 
plough. 

Was  fo  gay  and  focarelefs  as  I, 

But  my  friend  was  a Carf&do  on  board  a King'a 
Ihip, 

And  he  axed  me  to  go  fea  for  a trip  ; 

And  he  talk'd  of  fuch  things 
. As  if  failorJ  were  Kings ; 

And  fo  teazing  did  keep, 

That  I kft  my  poor  plough,  to  go  ploughing, 
the  deep  j 
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Where  fo  fweetly  the  horn. 

Call’d  me  up  in  the  mom, 
lire  1 trulied  to  the  or  the  inconftat?*^ 

wind.  Lhiaf 

Xh^t  ma^le  me  for  to  go  and  leave  my  dear  h’ • 
P/ hen  jo  fiueety  the  hm  «>  ^ c% 

I did^'nt  much  like  to  be  on  board  a fhip, 

When  in  danger  there’s  no  door  to  creep 
out  ; 

I lik'd  the  jolly  Tars,  I lik'd  bumbo  and  flip, 
But  i didn't  like  recking  about 
By  and  by  cams  a hurricane  I didn't  like  that 
Next  a battle  that  many  a failor  laid  flat ; 

Ah  ! Why  did  1 roam, 

M^hen  fo  happy  at  home  ? 

^ 1 could  low,  and  could  reap. 

Ere  i left  my  poor  plcugh,  to  ploughing  the 
deep. 

V/here Jo  fweetly  the  horn^  v5^c. 

At  length  fafel  landed,  and  in  a whole  Ikifli 
Nor  did  I make  any  long  flay, 

Ere'I  found  by  <a  frkud  who  I ^A;Vfor  my 
kin, 

Father  dead  and  my  wife  run  away. 

Ah  ! who  but  thyfeif,  cry'd  J,  haft  thou  to 
tUjne, 

Wives  loofing  their  hufban^s  oft  loofc  a good 
name. 

Ah  ! \Vbydid  Iroamf 
When  fo  happy  at  home  ? 

1 could  fpw,  and  could  reap, 
fre  1 left  my  poor  plcugh,  and  went  ploughing 

thedeepc 

Where  fo  fleetly  the  horny  c. 

Why  if  that  be  the  pafe  fsddthia  very  fame 
frtend. 

And  you  be’nt  no  more  minded  tprosna  ? 
Pi's  afliake  by  your  lift,  all  your  care's  at  an 
endj  ' ■ • ' 
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Da4's  alivcUnd  your  wife's  fafe  at  home : 
Stark  ftaring  with  joy,  I leap‘d  out  of  my  Ikin, 
Bufs'd  my  wife,  mother,  lifter,  and  all  of  my  kin : 
Ah!  cri*d  t,  let  them  roam, 

Who  want  a pood  home ; 

IJam  well,  fo  Pll  keep, 

Nor  again  leave  my  plough,  to  go  ploughing 
the  deep  : 

Onc^  more /hall  the  born  call  me  up  in  ike  morn^ 
i^c. 

SONG  LXXXIV. 

A TAILOR  I once  was  as  blytbc  as  e'er 
need  be, 

IJntU  love  alas  lure  the  devil  had  made  me, 

I that  once  wasfolufty,  was  call'd  Will  the  Rover 
Am  now  a poor  Ikeleton,  Oil  am  Cone  over. 

How  many  a day  have  1 fat  with  great  pleafurc* 
And  cut  out  my  cloth  to  my  cuftomer's  meafure, 
With  a full  yard  for  cabbage,  I liv'd  then  in 
Dover. 

But  Sus'  cruel  charms  have  me  fairly  done  over. 
When  firft  I beheld  her  pafs  by  my  Ihop  win* 
dow, 

My  goofe  being  hot  burnt  a fleeve  to  the  cinder, 
O I the  girls  do  fo  jeer  me  that  1 can  go  no 
where, 

Was  ever  poor  tailor  fo  fairly  done  over. 

The  laft  time  I faw  her,  was  with  a bold  lailor» 
She  fnecrfd  and  faid  there's  the  done  over  tailor^ 
Good  by  Mr.  Stitch  Cloth,  I'm  going  to  Dover, 
W'as  ever  poor  tailor  fo  fairly  done  over. 

So  now  Ihc  has  left  me  and  gone  with  the  failor. 
Thus  left  me  alone  a poor  overdone  tailor; 

I nCvCr  more  will  cabbageor  be  Will  the  Rover, 
Cod  grant  I was  dead,  for  I'm  furely  done  ovcr% 
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SONG  LXXXV. 

Make  room,  O ye  kingdoms  in  hiflory  re-> 
downM, 

Whofc  arms  have  in  battle  with  vi4t  ^ry  been 
crownM  ; 

Make  room  for  Columbia,  another  brave  nation, 
Who  rifes  to  claim  in  your  councils  a ftation. 
Her  ions  fought  for  Freedom,  and  Heaven  a had 
decreed, 

From  bafe  flavery’s  lhackles  that  they  fhould  be 
freed  : 

Ti?en  Join  friends  to  Ftfedom^  throughout  the 
^vhole^  earthy 

And  haii  the  blefi  day  that  gait  Washing  ton 
birth. 

When  tyrany  ftalk’d  o^cr  plains  grim  and  bold. 
And  fate  the  dread  fequel  had  yet  to  unfold, 
The  Gods  view'd  the  Armies  for  battle  prepare. 
While  the  balance  of  Jove  hung  fufpendedia 
air  ; 

Mars  inftantly  flew  and  fcleded  a Chief, 

And  brought  to  the  arms  of  Columbia  relief. 

^ hen  join  friends  to  Freedom  y i^c. 

The  ancients  exu  Iting,  their  heroes  may  bring, 
A greater  than  thofe,  I've  the  honor  to  flng  % 
Alexander  and  Casfai  delighted  in  blood, 

But  Mount  Vernon^ s Chief  was  as  great  as 
good  ; 

Achilles  and  Hedtor  were  cruelly  brave, 

But  braver' w's  that  hero  who  conquer'd  to  favc. 

Then  join  friends  to  Freedom}  &c. 

To  fee  him  once  morejn  the  Godlike  employ, 
What  heart  would  ndt  beal^  with  emotions  of 

Who  fcorning  retirement  when  menac'd  by  foes, 

I He  bravely  ftepM  forward  to  ward  off  the  blow  i 


Then  brave  -generous  youths  thdr  phalanx  di4 
form. 

When  he  leci  the  way  yoti  iriighl  challenge  the 
ftorrh. 

Then  Join  friends  io  freedom i 

But  Ihould  armM  virlth  flaughter  all  Europe 
, come  o‘er, 

Columbia  will  meet  them  on  fea  Or  on  (hore  ; 
Our  guns  fit  all  hUrl  thunder,  deftrii<5tive  to  thofe^ 
Who  dare  againft  Freemen  their  malice  oppofe  ; 
The  caufe  we’ll  lupport,  /tie  great  and  His 
glorious, 

When  rhen  fight  for  juftlee  they  muft  be  vie« 
torious. 

join  friends  to  t^reedom,  &[f  c» 

We  sow  are  affembted  to  honor  his  name. 
While  thoufands  this  moment  are  fhouting  hU 
fame ; 

Let  party  and  f action  by  us  be  difowhM, 

And  fweet  fmiling  harmony  here  fit  enthron’d  ; 
Let’s  imitate  him  who  in  fpite  of  a few. 
Added  leaves  to  his  laurels  the  older  he  grew. 
Then  join  friends  to  virtue  throughout  iS€<ivholt 
earthy 

And  hall  the  bkji  day  that  gave 
hirih, 

SONG  LXXXVI. 

WHEN  t he  hollow  Drum  has  beat  tobedf 
When  the  little  fifer  hangs  his  head  ; 

Still  and  mute^  the  Moorifii  flute,  , 

And  nodding  guards  >atch  wearily 
Then  will  we,  from  prifon  free, 

March  out  by  fKoonligkt,  eheeilly.— • 

When  the  Moorifti  cymballs  dafh  by  daf^ 
When  the  brazen  trumpets  fhriliy  bray 
The.flavc  in  vaia  muft  then  complali^ 
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Oftyrany  and  Icnaveryj 
Would  he  know  his  lime  to 
And  flyly  Hip  from  flavtiy  ? 

'Tis  the  ho»lo;Xr  drum  has  beat  to  bed> 
When  the  Utt  e fifer  hangs  his  head ; — 

Still  and  mtite  the  Moorifh  flute 
And  nodding  gtiards  watch  wearily  } 

Ob,  then  mud  be  from  prifon  free^ 

March  out  by  moonlight,  cheerily^ 

SONG  LXXXXlU 

j^^ISfaidwe  venturous  die-*-hard,  when  we 
X tjuit  the  fhorc, 

Our  friends  Iboiild  mourn,  left  we  return,  t» 
Mefs  their  fight  no  more, 

But  this  is  all  motion,  bold  Jack  can* t iin* 
derftand,  [land  ; 

Some  die  upon  the  ocean,  and  fome  die  on  the 
Then  fince  ‘tir>  clear  howe'er  v/c  dear 
No  man's  life's  under  his  command, 

Let  tempeft  howl,  and  billows  roll,  and  dan* 
gets  prefy, 

V/ the/e  in  firit  there  are  Jome  joysj  all  joUy 
tars  to  hlefs 

For  Saturday  nigh  fiiV  comes^  myy  heysy  to  drink 
to  Poll  and  Bejs* 

Onefeaman  hand  3 the  fails  another  heaves  the  log 
The  Purfer  fwops  cur  pay  for  flops,  the  land- 
lord fells  us  grog  ; 

Thus  each  man  to  his  ftaiion,  to  keep  life'® 
flilpintrim, 

What  argufies  noration,  the  reft  isfortune^fi 
whim, 

Cheerly,  my  hearts,  then  do  your  parts  ; 
Boldly  refolved  to  fink  orfwim; 

The  mighty  furge  may  ruiu  urge,  and  dangers 
prefs. 

Q/ the/e  in  [pit  e fff 

H 
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For  all  the  world  juft  like  the  ropes  abdird  a 

■p  u [life  a trips 

Each  man's  rig-d  out  a veff.I  ftout.to  take  for 
Ihe  lliroiids,  and  ftays.and  braces  are  joys,  and 
hopes,  and  tears,  ^ 

The  baulyards,  Iheets,  and  traces,  ftiil  as  each 
paifion  veers, 

Or  whim  prevails,  dirt  da  the  fails,  as  on  the 
fea  of  liie  he  iteers. 

Then  let  the  ftorm  heaven‘s  face  deform,  and 
dangers  prefs. 

Of  ihefe  in  jp  'ite^  ^c. 

SONG  LXXXVni. 

Ye  fair,  poffgfs  d of  cv  ry  charm 
To  captivate  the  will  ; 

Whofe  fmiks  can  rage  it  W difarm, 

Whofe  frowns  at  once  can  kill. 

Say,  Will  you  deign  the  vsrfe  to  hear. 

Where  flattery  bears  no  part ; 

An  honcft  verfe,  that  flows  lincere. 

And  candki  from  the  heart  ? 

G’-eat  is  your  powT  ; but,  greater  yet 
Mankind  it  might  engage  j ^ 

If,  as  ye  all  can  make  a net, 

Ye  all  can  make  a cage, 

Each  nymph  a thou fand  hearts  may  take  • 

For  who‘s  to  beauty  blind  r*  * 

But  to  what  end  a pri loner  make, 
iJnlefs  you-ve  flrength  to  bind  1 

Attend  the  council  often  told, 

Too  often  told  in  vain. 

Learn  that  b^ft  art.  the  art  to  hold, 

And  k)ck  the  lovers  chain. 

Gameflevs  to  little  purpofe  vdn. 

Who  loft  agaiu  as  fcift  : 

Tho‘  beauty  may  the  charm  begin, 

*Tii  fweetnds  makes  it  M. 
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SONG  LXXXIX. 

WHY  flioukl  our  joys  transform  t o pain  ^ 
Why  gentle  Hymen's  (liken  chain 
A plague  of  Iron  prove  ? 

Benoilh,  'tls  (trangc— the  charm  that  bind^ 
Millions  of  han^^b,  Oiould  leave  their  minds 
At  fiich  a loofe  from  love. 

In  vain  I fought  the  wonderoiis  caufc 
RangM  the  wide  fields  of  nature^s  laws, 

And  urg'd  the  fchools  in  vain  j 
Then,  deep  in  thought,  within  my  bre aft 
Hy  foul  retired,  and  flumber  drefs’d 
A bright  infiru<5live  feene.r^ 

Okr  the  broad  lands,  and  crofs  the  tide^ 

On  fancy's  airy  horfe  J ride, 

Sweet  rapture  of  the  mind  ! 

Till,  on  the  lank s of  Gangers  flood. 

In  a tall,  ancient  grove  I ftcod, 

For  facred  ufe  defign’d. 

Hard  by,  a venerable  prieft, 

Rig'll  with  his  God,  the  fun,  from  reft, 

Awoke  his  morning  fong  ; 

Thrice  he  conjur'd^  the  murm'ring  dream  ; 
The  birth  of  fouls  was  all  his  theme, 

And  half  divine  hi3  toKgue. 

He  fang  eternal  rolling  flame, 

‘ That  vital  maf&  that  dill  the 
* Does  all  our  minds  compofe  ; 

(tap'd  in  twice  ten  thoiifand  frames  ; 
*T.ieru  e ^iflhing  fouls  ofcbiTiiFig  names, 
Aii(j  ja*  ring  temp?,  rr-  fe. 

* The  nag  ty  t.  ,•  that  form'd  the  mind? 
•Cut  . t , t ochfivn‘d, 

"^rd  h'cW\  ' :t-r  o' r:i  oair  ; 
rh>s  D*:  r X ..  ■■  » ■ ■ " he  .ibid, 

Tltn  down  he  v;nt  the  fculs  he  made, 
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‘To  feek  them  b jcliea  here. 

‘Bat  parting  from  iheir  warm  abode^ 

‘ rhey  iofc  Uieir  fctiows,  oa  ihc  reacJ, 

‘And  never  join'd  their  hands  ; 

‘Ah  1 cruel  chance,  and  croli'ng  fates  ! 

‘Our  eaftern  fouU  have  dropp'd  iheir  matca 
‘On  Europe’s  baib'rous  lauds. 

<Mapp/  the  youth  tlrat  finds  the  bride 
‘Wnofe,  bhtn  is  to  hi$  own  aiiy'd, 

‘The  fweeteft  joy  ot  life  : 

‘BUI  oh!  the  crowd's  of  wretched  foulsi 
‘fVtter’d  to  minds  of  diff'rcnt  moulds, 

‘And  chain'd  t’  eternal  Itrife  T’ 

Thus  fang  the  wondh  ous  indian  bard^ 

My  fo]hi  v/ith  vaft  attention  heard  ^ 

While  Gangfc*  ceas’d  to  How  ; 

‘Sure  then  1 cijed,  might  I but  fee 

gciiUe  nymph  that  twin’d  with  m,e> 
‘I  may  be  happy  top. 

‘Some  courteous  angel,  tell  me  where, 

‘ What  diftant  lands  this  unknown  fair, 

‘Or  di^ant  feas  detain  f 
‘Swift  as  the  wheel  of  nature  rolls 
?rd  fly  to  meet,  and  mingle  fouls, 
if  And  wear  the  joyful  chain 

SONG  XG. 

THO’  oft  we  meet  fevere  difti  efs 
In  venturing  out  to  fea, 

The  dangers  of  the  main  feem  lefs 
As  we  to  heaven  our  vows  addrefs, 

And  ling  the  cheering  Rozary. 

Our  kids  that  rove  the  mountains  wide, 
And  bound  in  harrniefs  glee, 

1 fcek.  each  day,  at  even  tide, 

And  while  their  courfc  1 homeward  guidCj 
the  cheering  Rozary. 
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Or  m the  deeper  fliadea  of  night 
As  thro*  the  woods  I 
^'herc  gloom  and  filt  nee  yield  off  night 
To  make  my  bleating  heart  lit  light> 
idl  hng  the  cheering  Rozary. 

SONG  XCL 

f hare  f^en,  the  fmlling  of  Fortune  beguiling, 
l*vc  f'dt  all  its fjvours,  and  found  itsdecay; 
Sweet  were  its  blcffings,  and  ki  nd  its  careir- 
ings, 

But  now  they  are  fiedj  ay>  they’re  fled  far  a* 
wa  ; 

I have  feen  the  foreft  adorned  the  forcmofl. 
With  flowers  of  the  fairefl,  mofl  plcafant  and 


gay; 

Sae  bonny  were  their  J^ooming,  their  lent  the 
air  perfuming  ; 

But  nowjtiicy  are  withered,  and  v/celted  awa, 

J have  ^cn  the  morning  with  gold  the  hills  a- 
TOrning, 


And  loud  tempeRs  forming  before  middle  day; 
i have  feem  S weed’s  River  fl reams  Ihining  is 
funney  beams  1. 

Grow  dimly  and  dark  as  it  rolled  on  its  way. 
Oh,  fickk  fortune  ! why  this  cruel  fporting  ? 
Why  thus  perplex  us,  poor  fons  of  a day 
Nor  more  thy  fmiles  can  checi  me,  nor  mare 
thy  frowns  can  fear  me 

Tor  the  flowers  of  the  foreft  are  faded  awa.— * 
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Fair  Hebe  Ilcft,  with  a cautious  dcflgn 
To  cfcape  from  her  charms,  i to  drown 
them  in  wine  ; 

I tried  it.  but  found,  when  I Crtne  tb  depart. 
The  wine  in  my  head,  but  in  myh4eaat 
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I repeared  to  my  realorj,  entreated  her  aid, 
Who  paufed  on  my  cafe,i  each  cu'cumftancft 
weighed, 

Then  gravely  pronounced,  in  return  to  prayer^ 
That  Hebe  was  faired  of  a!  I that  were  fair.^ 

That^s  a truth  replied  I,  Tveno  need  to 
taught, 

U came  for  your  counfd  to  find  out  a fault ; 

If  that's  all  quoth  reafoM,  return  as  you  carne. 
To  hnd  fault  with  Ikbe  would  forfeit  my  iiamCf 

What  hopes  then,  alas ! of  relief  from  my 
pain. 

Like  lightning  O^e  darts  thro*, each  wild  throb- 
bing vein  ; 

My  fenfis,  fuprized.  in  her  favour  took  arms. 
And  rcaiba  confirms  me  a flave  to  her  charms. 

SONG  r^cm. 

The  hills  w^ere  green, the  fields  were  gay, 
And  birds  were  finging  on  each  Ipray, 
When  Colin  met  me  in  the  grove, 

And  told  me  tender  tales  of  love  i 
Was  ever  twain  fo  blylhe  as  he. 

So  kind,  lo  faithful,  and  fo  free  ! 

In  fpite  of  all  my  friends  could  fay. 

Young  Colin  flole  my  heart  away  1 

When  e’er  he  trips  the  meads  along, 

He  fw^eetiy  joins  tie  woodlark‘3  long; 

And,  when  he  dances  on  the  green, 

There‘8  none  £b  blithe  as  Colin  feen : 

If  he'sbut  by,  I nothing  fear, 

For  I alone  am  ail  his  care ; 

Then,  fpite  of  all  my  friends  can  fiy, 
ftole  my  tender  heart  aivay  ! 

My  mother  chides  me  whene'er  I roaut, 

^nd  feems  iuipus’d  i quit  my  borne; 
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But  fiie’d  not  wonder  that  I rove. 

Did  Ibe  but  feel  how  rauch  I iove  ; 

Full  well  1 know  the  generous  iwainjf 
Will  never  give  my  bolom  pain  ; 

Tctn,  Ipite  of  all  my  friends  can  fay^^ 

He's  iioie  my  tender  heart  away. 

SONG  >:civ, 

From  the  eaft  breaks  the  morn  : 

See  the  fun  beanis  adorn 
The  wild  heath  and  tne  mountains  fo  higifc  5 
Shrilly  op^s  theftannch  pound, 

The  Read  neighs  to  the  found, 

And  the  floods  and  the  valley  *s  repl}% 

Hence  of  ncble  defeent, 

Hills.and  wilds  we  frequent, 

Where  the  bofom  of  nature's  ynvdi*d  : 

Tho’  in  life's  b\ify  day, 

Man  of  man  make  a prey, 

Still  let  ours  be  the  prey  of  the  field* 

With  the  chacc  in  full  fight, 

Gads  ! how  great  the  delight  I 
How  our  mortal  fenfations  refine  ! 

Where  is  care  f where  is  fear  ? 

Like  the  winds  in  the  rear  ; 

And  the  man's  loft  in  fomething  divine* 

Now  to  horfe,  my  brave  boys  ; 

Lo,  each  pants  for  the  joys 

That  anon  ftiail  enliven  the  whole  ; 

Then  at  eve  we'd  difmount, 

Toils  and  pleafures  recount. 

Arid  renew  the  chace  over  the  bowl. 

SONG  XCV. 

C "pWAS  down  by  the  green  banka  of  Hud^* 
A , fons  north  dreams, 
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I heard  a Ibft  voice  aod  love  waa  her 
theme, 

Wiiile  wandering  I Uften'd  to  her  vocal  fong. 

Her  notes  were  lb  charmiDg  my  feet  itoie 
along. 

She  fang  of  the  breezes  that  gently  do  blow, 
Llkewifeof  the  waters  that  murmurhig  fiow, 

She  recounted  the  lovers  that  were  in  the 
piove. 

Who  were  bleft  by  fair  Venus  the  Godefs  of 
love/ 

She  mention M the  arts  that  the  lovc’'?  purfue 
And  hinted  the  craft  that  the  nymph's  have  to 
ufe% 

And  while  Ihe  lat  chanting  I enter’d  the 

green,  | 

Bleft  by  a dulk  Evening  ) enter’d  unfeen.  i 

She  ended  her  fong,  and  arofe  to  begone. 

When  by  fomefair  t^illoirs  i wandered  along, 

I heard  her  foft  footfteps  ah  ! leaving  the  . 

grove,  ' 

I cry’d  faireft  angel  with  you  Tm  in  love.  ^ 

Your  voice  exceeds  muftc  love  dwells  on  your 
tongue, 

Thofc  graces  lurround  you,  you're  charming  i 

and  young,  ;] 

Thofe  pa*ns  you  have  caul’d  me  are  too  fad  to  | 
tell  I 

Your  fmiks  do  enliven  but  your  froivns  t ’cy  do  \ 
kill 

She  liften’d  a while  and  then  {mi ling  laid,  " 

Pray  would  you  delude  a poor  innocent  maid 
But  a your  love  i - real  to  church  let  us  go, 

\Ye  went  and  arc  happy,  unlpcakabl^ 
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-'">aNTENTED  iiU  .day  could  1 fct  by  your 
ilde, 

Where  Poplars  tor  ftretching  o'er  arch'd  the 
greep  tide, 

And  when  the  e’ear  river  runs  purling  along, 

The  Lark  apd  the  Linnet  contend  in  their 
fong/ 

'And  while  you're  but  by  me  no  danger  PU 
fear, 

Ye  iambs  reft  in  fafety  my  Damon  is  near  ; 

Bound  on  yc  blylhc  k ds  now  your  gamble  may 
pleajTe, 

For  my  Ihepherd  is  kind  and  my  Js  at 

eafe. 

Ye  Virgins  of  America  bright  rivals  of  day, 

The  wifh  of  each  heart  and  the  theme  of  each 
lay ; 

Ke^er  yield  to  the  Swaiu  till  be  makes  you  his 
wife, 

For  he  that  loves  truly  will  take  you  for  life- 

Yc  youths  who  fear  nought  but  the  frowns  of 
the  fair, 

’Tis  yours  to  relieve  and  not  add  tp  their 
care, 

Then  fcora  to  their  ruin  your  affiftance  to 
lend, 

Nor  betray  th^  fweet  Creatures  you're  born  to 
defend. 

For  their  honor  and  truth  be  eur  Virgins  re- 
nouji'd  ; 

Nor  falfc  to  his  vows  may  one  Ihcp herd  be 
ff^und  5 

Be  their  moments  all  guided  by  virtue  and 
truth, 

To  preferye  in  their  age  what  they  gain’d  in 
their  youth. 
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My  eyes  may  fpeak  pleafure.  Tongues  Bow 
without  nieafare. 

Yet  my  heart  in  niy  bofoni  iies^iU* 

The  River  is  flowing  and  the  mill  clap  h 
going. 

But  the  Miller^s  a fleep  in  his  Mill, 

^Jbe  M‘iUr<i  ii'f.  . 

Though  lovers  furround  me,  with  jpeechesconr 
found 

Yet  my  heart  in  my  bofoin  lies  fliUv 
The  River  is  flowing  and  the  Mid  dap  is 
going, 

But  the  Miller's  afleep  in  his  MllL 
But  the.  c* 

The  little  God  eyes  me,  and  means  to  furprife 
me, 

Yet  my  heart  is  awake  in  my  bread. 

Thus  boys  flyly  creeping  to  catch  a bird 

i-;g, 

But  the  Linnet's  awake  in  hisneft, 

Bui  the  Linneiy  c. 

S O N G XCViil, 

My  temples  with  duflers  of  grapes  FlI  en- 
twine, 

/iad  ril  barter  all  Joys  for  a goblet  of  wine, 

And  ril  barter,  <kc. 

In  purfult  Oi  fair  Venus  no  loncrer  T'A  run. 

But  ftay  and  forget  her  at  Baccus's  Tun  ! 

At  Bjccus's  Tun,  at  Baccus's  Tun, 

But  flay  and  forget,  &c. 

But  why  Ibonld  I drive  to  rdinqulflt  the  fair, 
'Tie  a folly  with  fpirit,  like  mine  to  dcfpair, 
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Eor  wbat  mighty  joys  to  be  found  in  a glafs, 

If  not  drank  to  the  health  of  fonie  favorite  Lafs. 

'Tis  woman  whvife  charms  every  rapture  im- 
part, 

And  bids  a reir  fpring  to  the  puTe  of  the 

hea^^  1 

The  miferhimttif,  lb  fupreme  in  his  way. 

Grows  a <X)iivert  to  love  and  rerignsher  his 
key. 

At  the  found  of  her  voice,  ferrow  lifts  up  he^ 
head, 

And  poverty  liftens  well  pleasM  her  flied® 

%¥hiift  old  age  in  ext^cy,  comes  hoblir.g  a- 
long, 

Biats  time  with  her  cratch,  to  the  tune  of  her 
long. 

Then  bring  me  a goblet,  from  Bacebus^s  head. 

The  largeft  and  deepeft  that  ftands  on  the 
board, 

I’ll  fill  up  the  brimmer,  a:ul  toaft  to  the  fair, 

’Tis  a thirft  of  a Lover,  come  pledge  me  wh® 
dare. 

SONG  XCIX. 


Adieu  ye  Groves,  adieu  ye  plains, 
All  nature  mourning  lie  ! 

See  gbomy  clouds  and  threatening  rains 
Obfeure  the  azure  iky  ; 

See  from  afar  impending  ftorms, 

In  fuHen  basie  appear, 

See  Winter  comes  in  dreary  forms, 

To  rule  the  following  ar  — . 

No  more  the  Lirk  fweet  bird  r''" ' 

SlUll  rife  Oir  • 

io  reviving  fpring:  ^ 


tHE.EC  H a 


thus  Sepbalandcr  much  lov’d  mald^ 

Thy  early  charms  fhill  fail, 

The  lilly  droops  t‘  e rofe  mult  fadCf 
^ And  Winter  foon  prevail, 

more  the  Lambs  in  gambolds  bound. 
Rejoice  tbe  gladcuM  fight  ! 

Ko  more  the  gay  inamoured  ground, , 

The  filvan  fcenes  delight  ; 

But  Youth  my  fair  fees  no  return, 

In  pleafing  bubbles  o’er, 

And  when  its  fleeting  joys  wc  mourn, 

They  fall  to  rife  no  more. 

Hifte  then  dear  Girls  the  time  improve, 
Which  youth  can  ne’er  regain, 

In  blifsful  fcenes  of  mutual  love, 

With  fome  diftinguiih’d  fwain. 

So  Ihall  lifts  joy  like  jocund  May, 

Part  fmiling  and  ferene. 

Thus  Slimmer  often  glides  away, 

And  Winter  clofe  the  feene. 

SONG  C. 

Guardian  Angels  nowproteia  me, 
Send  to  me  the  fw*iin  1 love, 

Cupid  with  thy  bow  direft  me. 

Aid  me  all  ye  po  wers  Above. 

Bear  him  a figh,  ye  gentle  breezes, 

Tell  him  I love  and  I difpair ; 

Say  *tisfor  him  I live,  'tis  tor  him  I grieve. 
Oh  i may  my  Ihephcrd  prove  (iacere. 
To  fome  lonely  grove  I'll  wander, 

Silent  as  the  bird  of  night ; 

Near  to  the  brink  of  yon  Meander, 

Where  firft  my  fhepherd  bkft  my  fight, 

Witnefs  ye  groves  and  falls  of  water. 

Echo  repeat  the  vowsbe  fwoic, 
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H^ske  ^’orgot  mc,  has  he  forfook  me, 

O ! fliall  i ne^cr  fee  htm  more. 

Does  he  lovt  and  yet  forfake  me. 

To  admire  a nymph  more  fair. 

To  the  woods  i will  betake  me, 

And  efteem  the  happy  pair. 

Some  lonely  cave  Oiall  be  my  dwelling. 

No  mare  the  cares  of  life  purfue^ 

The£ari'  and  Phihmel  alone  Ihairiiear  me  tell. 
What  makes  me  bid  this  world  adieu. 

Should  I wandering  chance  to  meet  him, 

!n  feme  grove  or  far  retreat, 

These  will  I gaze  with  rapture  on  him, 

And  all  Ms  broken  vows  repeat. 

Should  he  torn  his  eyes  upon  tnc. 

And  in  va8:  language  fpeak  his  heart. 

Then.  IM  implore  him,  love  and  adore  him  ! 
Nothing  bat  death  oar  love  ftiou  Id  part. 

S O N G €1- 

WHY  tarries  rny  love,  or  where  does  ht 

mv€f 

My  love  is  long  abfent  from  me, 

Come  hkher  my  dove.  I’ll  write  to  my  love. 
And  Cend  him  a letter  by  thee.-^ 

To  lind  Mm  fwift  iy,akttcr  TH  tye. 

Secure  to  thy  leg  with  a Sriog, 

Oh  ! not  to  my  kg  fair  Lady  1 beg, 
.BntfatesitmBder  ainiy  wing^ 

Her  dove  Ihe  did  deck,  Ibc  drew  o^er  his  neck, 
A bell  and  a colfer  fo  gay. 

She  ty^d  to  his  wing  the  feraw!  with  a Mog , 
Tlisi  kifeM  Mm  and  knt  him  away. 

It  blew  and  it  rain'd,  the  Pigeon  difdaia'd^ 

To  fosk  Shelter,  undaunted  he  if  w. 
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•Till  wet, was  his  wing,  and  painful  the  ftting, 

So  heavy  the  letter  it  grew. 

He  flutter'd  around, 'till  Colin  he  found, 

Then  pufti'd  on  his  hand  with  the  prize,  , 
Wbofe  heart  while  he  i cads  with  tchdernefi 


For  the  pigeon  that  flutters  and  dies. 
SONG  CII. 

S Colonel  with  Phebe  fat. 


Beneath  tl  c poplar  grove, 

The  gentle  youth  with  fondeft  truth. 

Was  telling  tales  of  love  ; 

Dear  blooming  maid  the  fliepherd  faid, 
My  tender  vows  believe, 

Thole  downcaft  eyes  and  articfs,  fighs. 
Can  ne'er  thy  faith  deceive. 

Though  fome  there  are,  from  far  to  far. 
Delighting  wi  d to  rove, 

Such  change  in  me  you  ne'er  fhall  fee, 
Thy  charms  ft  cures  my  love  ; 

Then  Phebe  now  approve  my  vow, 

Thy  heart  to  fiiendlhfp  prefs'd, 

One  fmile  afTume  to  grace  thy  bloom. 
And  make  tby  fliepherd  blefs'd. 

A blulh  o'erfpread  her  cheeks  with  red, 
Which  half  fhc  turn'd  alide, 

With  pieaflng  woes  her  bofom  glows, 
And  thus  the  maid  reply'd, 

Dear  gentle  youth  I know  thy  truth, 
And  all  thy  heart's  to  pleafe, 

But  all  is  this  a time  for  bJils, 

Or  themes  fo  foft  as  thefe. 

When  all  around  we  hear  no  found, 
But  wars  teiihc  ftrains, 

The  drum  comma  i ds  cur  armed  band% 
And  joins  Ihe  fliirdy  fwarnsj 


bleeds, 
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Oiir  country's  ciH  arcu^.s  all, 

That  dare  he  brave  and  vVte, 

Aly  love  lhai)  crowu  that  youih  alone, 

I,  That  faves  himftlfand  lac. 

^ Tis  done  he  cry'd  from  thy  dear  fide, 
No\t  quickly  I’ll  be  gone  ; 

From  tovc  we  all  to  freedom  fly, 

A Have  to  thofe  alone — 

And  wIkh  i come  with  lain ds  home 
And  all  that  freedom  craves, 

To  croivn  my  love  your  Imiics  fliall  prove. 
The  fair  rewards  the  brave. 


AIL  America  hail  ! unrivardin  fame, 


Thy  toes  in  confufion  turns  pale  at  thy 


On  thy  rock-rooted  virtue  firmly  feated  fub- 
lime, 

Below  thee  break  harmkfs  the  billows  of 
time, 

The  ftripk!  fiapr,  fhall  wave  fiiil  I glory  enfue, 
And  freedom  find  ever  a guardian  in  you. 
Huzza ! huzza  I huzza,  jer  brare  America 
here  jreerojji  jeeure  ■ , 

For  a high  car  ofcreji  blazon' d glory  are  yours* 
Let  Spain  boaff  her  treafures  that  grow  in  her 


A n 1 Gallia  rejoice  in  her  olives  and  wines, 
3nl>right  fparkling  jewels  let  India  prevail, 

With  her  odours  Arabia  perfume  every  gale. 
^Tis  America  alone  that  can  boaft  of  a 
foil, 

Where  the  fair  fruits  of  virtue  and  liberty 
fmile. 

Huzza  I ^c. 

For  the  blej/ings  ef  -virtue  and  plenty  are  yours* 


S O N G CHI. 


n.ame, 


m^ricSj 


too 


tun  ECHO. 


Our  bofoms  in  raptures  beat  high  at  thf 
name, 

Thy  health  is  our  tranfport  our  triumph  thy 
fame, 

Like  our  fires  with  their  fwords,  weHI  lupport 
thy  renown, 

What  they  boT  with  their  blood  wc’ll  defend 
with  our  own, 

Smile  ye  Guardians  of  freedom  your  brave  fons 
implore. 

That  America  may  flouriflh  ^till  time  be  no 
more. 

Hu9!^za  f Sffc. 

For  the  btejfmg  of  peace  and  large  commerce  kt 
yours » 

The  mufea  to  thee  a glad  tribute  fhal!  pay, 

‘ We  flourifh  with  freedom,  with  freedom 
decay. 

Our  hearts  faintly  murmur  or  filently  ftand, 

Should  thefwords  of  oppreffion  ‘gain  wave  o’'er 
our  land, 

Can  the  Eagle  foar  high  can  ibe  dart  like  the 
wind. 

When  her  files  are  opprefsM  or  her  pinions  con- 
fined. 

Hu^za  ! idfc. 

For  a Bo^judoin  a Lincoln  and  Adams  are 
yours. 

With  fweeftiefs  and  beauty,  thy  daughters 
arife, 

With  rofe  blooming  cheeks  and  love  languifh  - 
ing  eyes, 

Hafte  ye  graces  cries  Venus  to  America  re- 
pair, 

Fit  con  forts  for  Heroes  the  firft  of  the  fair  : 

For  to  whom  fliould  the  blefiings  of  freedom 
defeend, 

But  the  Tons  of  thole  fires; who  dared  freedom 
defend. 


The  echo. 


loi 


Huzza  for  hrai^e  Amsrica  <vj  here  freedom 
Jecures^ 

For  a Hancockj  Franklin  and  Wafhingion  wre 
jours, 

SONG  CN. 

COME  each  jovial  fellow  who  loves  to  be 
mdlow, 

Attend  unto  me  and  fet  eafy, 

One  jorum  in  quiet  my  lads  let  U8  try  it, 

Diiil  thinkin^>:  will  make  a man  crazy, 

1 am  here  as  a king  I laugh  drink  and  ling, 

Let  no  man  appear  avS  a ftranger, 

, But  lliew  me  the  afs  that  refufes  his  glafs, 

And  J’il  order  him  hay  in  a manger. 

By  ploughing  and  lowing  by  reaping  and  mow* 
jng, 

Kind  nature  lupplfesme  with  plenty, 

I’ve  a ceiler  well  ftcr'd  and  a plentiful  board, 
My  garden  affords  every  dainty, 

1 have  all  things  infeafon,  both  woodcock  and 
pheafon, 

I am  here  as  a j ufiice  of  quorum  ; 

In  my  cabin’s  fore  end.  I’ve  a bed  for  a friend, 
d clCfUi  fire-fide  and  a jorum.  - * 

W as  it  not  for  my  feeding  you  would  have 
feeding, 

^ You’d  furcly  be  uaj  ving  without  me  ; 
i’m  aivvCys  content  when  I’ve  paid  off  my 
rent, 

And  happy  when  n lends  are  about  me, 
hen  draw'  near  the  tabic  my  toys  while  you’re 
able, 

Let’s  have  not  a.  word  cf  cempiaining. 

Per  the  jingling  of  gh'^fies  ail  iniirio  fiirpafTcs, 

A I'd  I long  to  fee  boUics  a d.sinTrig, 


i 
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SONG  CV. 

MUSIC,  how  powerful  h thy  charm  ! 

That  can  the  fierceft  rage  difarm» 
Calm  palHon  in  a human  breaft, 

And  luil  ev'n  jealoufy  to  reft  j 

With  amorous  thoughts  the  foul  infpirc, 

Or  kindle  up  a vvarlilce  fire. 

So  great  is  miifLc^s  pOQX>*r* 
Amphion,  with  his  tuneful  lyre,  ^ 

Could  rocks  remove  andftones  infpire  : 
Command  a city  to  arife, 

And  lofty  buildings  touch  the  Ikies  ; 
While  ftones,  obedient  to  hia  call. 
Harmonious  mov'd  and  form'd  a wall. 

Arion,  from  hi  8 veflcl  caft, 

In  fafety  o'er  the  feas  he  paft, 

For,  mounted  like  the  ocean's  God, 

Upon  a Dolphin's  back  he  rode, 

Whift  fhoais  of  filhes  flock'd  around, 

Well  pleas'd  drank  in  the  charming  found# 
Sad  Orpheus,  through  hcH‘s  dreary  coaft, 
Was  feeking  for  his  confort  loft, 

His  miilic  drew  the  gbofts  along, 

And  furies  liftenM  to  his  fong  ; ^ 
liis  fong  could  Charon *8  rage  difarrn^, 
And  PiUto  and  his  conlort  charm. 

Inflamed  by  mufic  foldicrs  fight, 
lnfpir‘d  by  mufic  poets  write; 

Mufic  can  heal  the  lover‘8  wounds, 

And  calm  fierce  rage  by  gentle  founds ; 
Philofophy  attempt  s in  vain. 

What  mufic  can  with  eafe  attain. 

So  great  it  muje^s  /ow  V. 


Tab  echo. 
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SONG  OVL 

ATFENriONpray  give,  while  of  Hobbies 
i ii'ig  ; 

For  each  baa  his  hobby  from  coolar  to 
king ; 

On  fome  favnite  hobby  vre  all  get  a ftride, 

,\nd  when  wc^tr  once  moanLeci  full  gaUop  \»e 
ride. 

Ail  on  hobbies  Atl  on  hobbies y All  on  hobbies y 
Geeupy  ^te  0. 

Some  hobbies  are  rdtive  and  hard  for  to 
govi-rn, 

E en  juil  like  onr  wives,  they^re  fo  curfedly 
ftubborn  ; 

The  hobbies  of  Scolds  are  their  hufbands  to 
tea/.*?, 

And  the  hobbies  of  Lawyers  are  plenty  of 
fees. 

All  on  hobble iy 

The  Beaux,  thole  f«veet  gentle.nen’s  hobbles, 
good  lack  1 

Is  to  weargrervt  large  poultices  ty‘d  round  the 
ned; ; 

And  they  think  in  t ic  tori  and  the  tippy  they're 
dreti, 

If  theyWe  breccnes  :hat  reach  from  the  ancles 
to  die  ft. 

All  on  bobble Sy  r. 

The  hobbies  of  Sailors  when  fafe  moored  in 
port, 

With  their  wives  and  their  fwe-cthearts  to  toy 
and  to  tport, 

When  our  navy's  completed,  their  hebby 
lhaU  be, 

To  Ihcw  the  whole  world  that  A.merica‘S 
free. 

AW  on  bobbies f r- 
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The’ hobbies  of  Soldiers,  in  time  of  great 
wars, 

Arc  breeches  and  battles,  with  blood  wounds 
and  tears  ; 

Butin  peace  you'll abferve  that  quite  difFrent 
the  trade  is— 

The  hobbies  of  Soldkrs  in  peace,  are  the 
ladies 

All  on  lobbies y l^c 

The  Ladies,  fwcet  creatures,  yes  they  nowand 
then 

Get  aftridc  of  their  hobbies,  ay,  juft  like  the 
men  ; 

With  fmiles  and  with  fimpers  beguile  us  with 
cafe, 

And  we  gallop,  trot,  amble,  e^enjufl  as  they 
pieafe. 

Ali  on  hobbled t^c. 

The  Americanos  hobby  has  long  fince  been 
known  : 

‘No  tyrant  or  king  (hall  from  them  have  a 
throne  ; 

Their  States  are  united,  and  ht  it  be  fnid, 

Their  hobby ‘s  Indepenbence,  Peace,  and  Free 
Trade, 

All  on  hobbiesy 

SONG  evil. 

•^1  'WAS  pofl  meridian  half  paft  fenr. 

A By  fignal  I from  Narxy  parted, 

-At  fix.fhe  linger^  on  the  ftiore. 

With  uplift  hands, and  broken  hearted* 

At  feven,  while  tightening  the  foreftay, 

1 fa'.v  her  faint,  or  dfe  t w as  fancy  ; 

At  eight  we  all  got  under  way, 

And  bade  a long  adieu  to  Nancy 


The  Be  ho.  xoj 


came  and  now  eight  bellshad  rung, 
vyhile  carelefs  feilovs,  ever  cheery. 

Oil  the  midwarch  lb  jovial  lung, 

With  tenipells  labour  cannot  weary. 

I little  tg  their  mirth  iaclin^i, 

While  tender  thoughts  rulbM  on  my  fancy  > 
And  my  warm  fighs  increas’d  the  wind, 
Look’d  on  the  moon,  and  thought  of  Nancy. 

And  now  arrived  that  jovial  night 
When  every  true-bred  tar  caioufes; 

When,  o*tr  the  grog,  all  hands  delight 

Vo  to  aft  their  fweethearta,  and  their  fpoufes. 
Round  went  the  can,  the  jeft,  the  glee, 

While  tender  ivilhcsftU'd  each  fancy, 

And  when,  in  turn,  it  came  to  me, 

1 bear'd  a figh,  and  toatted,  Nanty. 

Next  morn,  a ftorm  came  on  at  four, 

At  fiix,  the  elements,  in  motion. 

And  plunged  me,  and  thrice  poor  faiiors  more 
Headlong  within  the  foaming  ocean. 

Foor  wretches!  they  foon found  their  graves, 
For  me,  it  may  be  only  fancy, 

But  love  feem‘d  to  forbid  the  waves 
To  fnatch  me  from  the  arms  of  Nancy. 
Scarce  the  foul  hurricane  was  cleared, 

Scarce  winds  and  waves  had  ceas'd  to  rat* 
tie. 

When  a bold  enemy  appear  <d, 

.^TKL  daalntlefa,  we  pr  cpar‘d  for  battle. 

And,  now  while  lome  iove‘d  friend  or  wife, 
Like  lightning riilh-d  on  ctery  fancy. 

To  Providence  I inifted  life, 

Put  up  a prayer,  and  Tho‘t  of  Nancy. 

At  hit,  Hwas  in  the  month  of  May, 

The  crew,  it  being  iovely  v.^eaLher, 

At  three,  A.  M.  dilcovered  day, 

And  England's  chalky  ciilfs  together ; 

At  feven,  up  channel  how  we  bore, 
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While  hopes  aod  fears  ruflied  on  my  fancy  ; 
At  twelve,  I gayly  jumped  afhore, 

And  to  my  throbbing  heart  prc  fs^d  Nancy. 

SONG  CVllI. 

THO  Bacchus  may  boaft  of  his  care  killing 
bowl, 

And  folly  in  tho’t  drowning  revels  delight, 

Sirdi  worfliip,  alas  ! has  no  charms  for  the 
foul 

When  fofter  devotions  the  ftnfes  invitci 

To  the  arrow  of  fate,  or  the  canker  of  care, 
His  portions  oblivions  a balm  may  beftow  ; 

But  to  fancy,  that  feeds  on  ihe  charms  of  the 
fair, 

The  death  of  refledion^s  the  birth  of  all  woe. 

What  foul,  that's  pofTtfs'd  of  a dream  fo  divine. 
In  riot  would  bid  the  fweet  vifion  be  gone  ; 

For  the  tear  that  bedews  fenlibility's  fhrine 
Is  a drop  of  more  worth  than  all  Bacchu's  tun. 

The  tender  excefs,  that  enamours  the  heart, 
To  fear  is  imparted,  to  millions  denied  ; 

*Tis  the  brain  of  the  vidim  that  tempers  the 
dart. 

And  fools  jeft  at  that  for  which  fages  have  died  ’ 
^ach  change  and  excefs  has,  thro’  life,  been  my 
doom, 

And  well  may  I fpeak  of  itsjoys,  and  its  ftrife  ; 
Tho’  the  bottle  u.uf.  yield  m a glimpfe  thro* 
the  gloom. 

Yet  love's  the  true  funflii  ne  that  gladdens  our 
life. 

Then  come,  rofy  Venus,  and  fpread  o'er  my 
fight 

Thofe  magic  illufions  that  ravifii  the  foiil,^ 
Awake,  in  my  breaft,  the  foft  dream  of  delight, 


And  drop,  from  thy  myrtle,  one  leaf  in  my 
bowK 

Then  deep  will  I drink  of  the  ne<ftar  divine. 
Nor  e’er  jolly  God,  from  thy  banquet  remove ; 
May  each  tube  of  my  heart  ever  ihruft  for  ^the 
wine 

That’s  ripened  by  friendfhip,  and  mellowed  by 
love, 

SONG  CIX. 

Give  me  wine,  rofy  wine,  that  for  to  def- 
pair, 

Whofe  magical  power  can  baruih  all  care  ; 

Of  friendlbip  the  parent,  compofes  of  ftrite. 
The  foothtr  of  forroir,  and  fweetiier  ot  life  ; 
Let  fchools  about  happinefs  w’armly  difpute. 
And  weary  the  lenle  m the  phantom  purfuit  ; 
In  fpite  of  their  7nas<ims  1 dare  to  define^ 

*Th$  grand  lummum  bonunii  a bumper  of  twine. 

To  the  coward  a warmth  it  ne'er  fails  toim' 
part, 

And  open‘d  the  lockof  the  miferly  heart ; 
While  thus  we  caroufe  it,  the  wheels  of  the 
foul 

O'er  life's  rugged  highway  agreeably  roil ; 
Each  thinks  of  his  charmer,  who  never  can 
cloy, 

And  fancy  rides  poll  to  the  regions  of  joy. 

In  Jpite  of  their  maxima  ^ ^ c, 

TIs  the  balfam  fpccific,  that  heals  every  fore, 
The  oftner  we  tafte  it  Aveiove  it  the  more  : 
Then  he  who  true  happinefs  feeks  to  attain 
With  fpirit  the  full  floviing  bu^ber  muffc  drain; 
And  he  who  the  Courts  of  fair  Venus  would 
know 
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Undaunted  thro^  Baechurs  vineyard  muft  go, 

In /pMs  of  dull  maxims  y 

SONG.  CX  . 

Dear  Nan«y,  Fy^  failed  the  wcrld  aU 
rotind, 

And  feven  long  years  been  a rover, 

To  make,  for  my  charmer,  each  Ihilling  a pdond. 

jiiy  hard  perils  are  over. 

Fve  favMjby  my  toils,  many  a hundred  of  gold 
The  comforts  ot  iifc  tobcget. 

Tveborn^  ii^cach  climate,  thq  heat,  and  the 
cold,  - 

all  for  my  pretty  S^mette* 

^htn  fay  my  /nveet  canyon  hvc  mo  ^ 

Tho'  others  may  boaft  of  more  treafurc  than  1, 
And  rate  their  attraftions  more  fure. 

At  their  j^ers,  and  ilUnatUre,  i fcorn  torepTv, 
Can  thej  boa  ft  of  a heart  that  is  true  i 
Or  will  they,  for  you,  plough  the  hazardous, 
main  ; 

Brave  the  feafons,  both  ftormy,  and^wet  ? 

If  not.— ^vvhy — Fli  doit,  again,  and  again. 

And  ah  for  i 

When  order’d  afar,  in  purfuit  of  the  foe, 

I figh’d  it  the  bodirps  of  fancy, 

Which  fain  would  perfuade  aie  I Ihould  b« 
brought  low. 

And  never,  again,  fee  my  Nancy.  i 

But  hope,  liketaa  angel,  foon  banilhedthe  tho’t, 
And  bade  me  fuch  trifles  forget ; 

1 took  her  advice,  and  undauntedly  fought, 

And;  all  jitrj  ' i 

SONG  CXI. 

ON  that  lone  banjc  where  Lubin  dU^ 

Fair  Rofaiie ; a wxc tched  rp^id,  | 
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Sat  weeping  o^er  the  cthcI  tide, 
faithful  to  her  Lubin's  lhade. 

Oh  ! may  fome  kind,  fome  gentle  ware, 

• Waft  him  to  this  mournful  flioire ; 

Thele  tender  hands  ihould  make  his  grare^ 
And  deck  his  corps  with  flowers  o'er. 

rdever  watch  his  mouldering  clay, 

And  pray  for  his  eternal  reft ; 

When  time  his  form  has  worn  away, 

His  duft  I'd  place  within  my  breaft, 

While  thus  fhe  mourn'd  her  Lubin  loft. 

And  echo  to  her  grief  reply'd  \ 

TLo  \ at  her  feet  hia  corpfe  was  toft, 

She  ftiriek'd— Ihe  clafp'd  him-^figh'dj  m4 
died. 

SONG  cxn. 

OF  Bray  the  Vicar  long  IVe  becsi. 

In  many  a teft  and  trial ; 

I've  ftood  and  various  changes  feen, 

Yet  never  proved  difloyal  i 
for  with  the  crown  I always  ciofedf 
Whatever  perfon  wore  it, 

And  every  oath  the  State  impofed 
I moft  devoutly  iworc  it. 

jlnd  this  is  mshat  / *will 
Until  my  dyings  day^  Sir 
That  wbat/oever  kingjhall  rei^n^ 

V II  be  the  •vicar  of  Bray  ^ Sir$ 

In  Charles  the  fecond's  jovial  days, 
Whenjoyalty'd  no  harmin't, 

A high  down  Igyalift  I was, 

And  fo  I got  preferment. 

To  teach  my  flock  1 never  mifs'd 
Kings  were  by  Gpd  appointed. 

And  they  were  damn'd  who  Ihould 
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Of  touch  the  Lord’s  anointed. 

^724  IS  £5* c. 

When  royal  Jatne?  obtain'd  the  crown| 

^nd,  popery  came  in  fafbion, 

Thi'  penal  iaws  1 voted  down, 

And  read  the  decklaration.  • 

T e c urch  Rome  1 found  would  it' 

Full  well  my  conftitutionj. 

And  had  become  a jefuit 
But  for  the  revolution. 

whati  £sfr; 

Wh^n  William  he  v/as  kinjr  declar'd' 

To  cure  the  nation’s  grieveance. 

With  this  new  wind  about  I rear'd, 

And  fwore  to  him  aihegiance 
Old  dodtrines  then  1 did  revoke, 

Sr-t  confcience  at  a diftance, 

Paflive  obedience  was  a joke, 

Ajeft  was  n on  re  lift  an  ce, 

This  is  <what%  £sf r. 

When  Anne  became  our  gracious  Queen,'' 
The  church  of  England’s  glory, 

Another  face  of  things  wai  feen, 

So  T became  a Tory. 

Occafionai  conformi  ft  bafe 
) damn'd  all  moderation, 

And  prov  d the  church  in  dahger  was 
From  fuch  prevarication, 

Afid . this  evuhat^  fcf f . 

When  George  the  firft  to  rule  came  o*er^4 
And  moderate  men  look'd  big  ,Sm, 

I turn'd  the  cat  in  the  paaonce  more, 

And  fo  became  a whig.  Sir ; 

Thus  new  preferment  I procur‘d 
From  that  great  faith  defender. 

And  every  day  abjured 

The  ^ope  and  the  Pretenderc 
Ahd  this  is  wbatt 
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Srom  firft  to  fecond  George  fecurc 
The  crown  has  now?  defccnded, 

And  in  that  righteous  title  ture 
No  flaw  can  be  pretended. 

5o  my  old  coat  will  ferve  me  ftilly 
With  a litt'e  alteration, 

And  hc‘s  a rogue  that  turn  it  will 
When  tnere  is  no  occafion. 

And  tbiii  c. 

Jlnd  now  the  line  of  Hanover 
And  protcftant  fucceflion, 

■for  them  Til  preach,  IM  prav,  andfwear. 

While  they  can  keep  pofll  fiionj 
Thus  in  my  faith  and  loyalty 
No  man  can  fay  1 fauiter, 

.And  Frederic  perhaps  may  he 
My  king,  if  times  don't  alter. 

And  this  is  <vjhaty  ^ c. 

SONG  ^Lxni . 

To  Anacreon  in  heaven  where  he  fat  in  ^11 
glee, 

A few  ions  of  harmony  fent  a petition 
That  he  their  infpirer,  and  patron  would  hr. 
When  th  sanfwer  returned  from  the  jolly  did 
Grecians^ 

Voice  fiddle  and  flute,  no  longer  be  mute, 
i'll  leiid  you  my  name,  and  infpirc  you  to 
boot ; — 

Bff^desVll  inftruB  you,  hks  me>  tointnvlne 
^he  myrtle  of  Venus  nvith  Bacchu^s  l ine* 

His  news  throu  Oiympas  immediately  flewj 
When  old  Thunder  pretended  to  gire  himfelf 
aira  ; 

if  thefe  mortals  are  fiiffer'd  their  fchemes  tc* 
purfue, 

The  devil  a Goddefs  will  flay  above  flairs 
fjark  1 already  they  cry,  in  tranfports  of  joy 
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Away  to  the  fo»  s ofAnacrcon  we’ll  f!  y. 

And  there  with  good  fdlpW9|  wc'll  learn  to  in« 
twine 

myrtle^  c* 

The  yellow  hair’d  God,  with  his  nine  fufty 
maids, 

From  helicon’s  banks  will,  incontinent,  flee, 
Idalia  will  boaft.but  of  tenantlefs  ihadea  ; 

And  the  bi -forked  hill  a mere  defart  will  W ; 

8y  thunder,  no  fear  on’t,  will  foon  do  its  er- 
rand. 

And,  dam’e  I’ll  fwinge  the  ring  leaders,  I war- 
rant ; 

I’ll  trim  the  young  dogs  for  thus  daring  to 
twine’' 

myrtle y e. 

Apollo  rofe  up; and  faid  prithee  neVt 
quarrel, 

Good  kingof  the  Gods,  wkh  my  vot’rics  be- 
low, 

Your  thunder  is  ufdefs;  then,  ihewing  hit 
laurel, 

Cried e^vitalls  fulmeity  you  know, 

Then  over  each  head  my  laurel  I’Jl  Ipread, 

So  my  fons  from  your  crackers  no  mifchiet 
ftiall  dread  ; 

While  fnug  in  their  club-room  they  jovially 
twine, 

1 hi  myrtle  £!fr. 

Next  Momus  got  up,  with  his  rifible  phizt, 

And  fwore  with  Apollo  he’d  cheerfully  join, 
^‘The  full  tide  of  harnioay  ftill  fliall  be  his. 
But  ihe  fong,  and  the  catch,  and  the  laugh  fliall 
be  mine  ; 

Then  Jove  be  not  jealous  of  thefe  honeft  feI-» 
lows 

Cries  Jove,  “ we  relent,  fince  the  truth  jo^ 
now  tell  us, 
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ii.nd  fwear  by  old  Styx  that  they  long  fhall  iji- 
twine^' 

The  myrtle^  ^c. 

Yefons  of  Anacreon,  then  join  hand  in  hand, 
And  referve  unanimity,  friendlhip,  and  love, 
Ti8  yours  toiuppm't  what's  fo  happily  planned. 
You've  the  tan<ftion  of  Gods,  and  the  fiat  of 
Jove, 

While  thus  we  agree,  ourtoafl  let  it  be, 

^ay  our  club  flouriih  happy  iiniied,  and  free  ^ 
And  long  may  the  fous  of  .'inacrton  intwlne. 
The  myrtle^ 

SONG  CXIV. 

WERE  I to  cboofe  the  ^reateft  bliffe? 

That  e'er  in  love  was  known, 

Twould  be  the  higheft  of  my  widi, 

To  enjoy  her  heart  aione. 

Kings  might  pofTf^  their  kin?:doms  free^ 

And  crowns  uneiivied  wear  ; 

And  fhonld  no  riva)  have  of  me, 

Might  I reign  moiiaich  there. 

Hear  Cynthia,  hear  the  gentle  air, 

But  whifpcr  out  my  love  i 
And  prove  but  half  lo  kind  as  fair^ 

My  forrow  youhi  remove. 

Cynthia,  Oh  ! happy  let  us  be. 

Unite  our  hands  in  Ifwe, 
i'd  caange  not  fm:h  felicity  ^ 

For  all  the  joys  above.. 

SONG  CXV. 

YOU  fiy,  Sir,  once  a wdt  * allow'd 
A woman  to  bt'.  hke  a doui  ! 

Accept  afimileas  foon, 

Between  a woman  and  the  moon  : 

• Jpean  S jjift 

k 
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Eor,  let  mankind  fay  what  they  will, 

The  fcx  are  heavenly  bodies  ftill, 

Graut  me  to  mimic  human  life, 

Thatfun  and  Aioon  are  man  and  wife  % 
What  e'er  kind  Sol  affords  to  lend  her 
is  fquander'd  upon  midnight  fplendor; 
And  when  to  reft  he  lays  him  down, 

She^s  up  and  ftar'd  at  through  the  town  1 
From  him  her  beauties  clofc  confining, 
And  only  in  hia  abfence  fhining  : 

Or,  elfe,  (he  looks  like  fullen  tapers, 

Or,  elfc  (he’s  fairly  in  the  vapors ; 

Or  owns  at  once  a wife's  ambition, 

And  fully  glares  in  oppofition, 

Say,  are  not  thefe  a modilh  pair, 

Where  each  for  other  feels  no  care  ? 
Whole  days  in  fep'rate  creches  driving^^ 
Whole  nights  to  keep  a funder  ftriving 
But  in  the  dumps  in  gloomy  weather, 

And  lying  once  a month  together  : 

In  one  folc  point  unlike  the  cafe  is, 

On  her  own  head  the  horns  ftie  places. 

SONG  CXVL 

This  world  is  a ftage, 

0n  which  mankind  engage, 

And  each  ads  bis  part  in  a throng  ; 

Butall  isconfufion 
Mere  folly's  delufion, 

And  nothing  on  earth  but  a fang. 

The  Parfon  fo  grave, 

Says  your  fouls  he  can  favc. 

And  teach  the  right  way  from  the  wrong  | 
After  pioudy  teaching, 

And  long  winded  preaching, 

He  fobs  off  his  flock  with  a Song, 

The  Lawyer  he  fcribbles 
^ f uirka  and  in  quibbka^ 
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And  moves  his  melifFerous  tongue  $ 
*Twixt  demur  and  vacation, 

He’ll  raife  expci^tation,  \ 
jlnd  fink  your  eft  ate  to  a fopig. 

ThcDodorhe  fiils 
You  with  bolus  and  pills, 

|n  alTurance  that  you  dial!  live  long  i 
Bat,  believe  me,  ’tis  true, 

He’s  guineas  in  view. 

And  his  recipes  are  nought  but  a Song. 

The  Surgeon  fo  bold, 

His  lancet  do'h  hold. 

And  flafhes  your  bodies  along  5 
Small  wounds  he  qilargei, 
to  fill  up  his  charges, 

His  art  like  the  reft,  is  a long* 

The  Merchant  is  bent 
On  his  fifty  per  cent. 

To  whom  Ledger  and  Journal  belong  s 
’Compts  current  in  trading 
And  long  bills  of  lading  5 
His  balance  will  end  in  a fong. 

The  Printer  defeerning 
'Twixt  ignorance  and  learning 
The  diff’rence  that  truly  belongs  5 
Yet,  fure,  it  is  la':d, 

That  his  iogicai  head, 

Is  turn’d  by  .a  ftatelman  or  fong^ 

The  School* mafter  rages. 

For  want  of  more  wages. 

And  hurries  his  fchoHars  along  5 
He  teaches  them  morals, 

And  whips  thofe  that  quarrel, 
And  filence  ali  day  is  bis  fong. 

The  Farmer  he  brags 
Of  what  crops  he  Ihalhhave, 
Provided  the  feafon  holds  long  i 
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But  if  draught  comes  on, 

His  hopes  are  all  gone, 

And  his  crops  may  be  bought  for  a Song> 

The  Soldier  he  prattles 
Of  fiegcs  and  battles, 

And  actions  he  ne'er  was  among  5 
His  preferment  and  merit, 

Are  like  to  his  fpirit, 

And  n®thing  on  earth  but  a Song  * 

With  powder  and  lacc, 

And  a ftmioine  face, 

The  Fop  he  goes  ftrutting  along  3 
Juft  arriv’d  from  his  travels, 

Yet  nothing  unravels, 

But  juft  like  a dance  or  a Song* 

The  furly  old  prude, 

Complains  you  arc  rude, 

Tho'  for  blifs  Ihe  fo  fecretly  longs  $ 

But  take  heraftde, 

And  you’ll  manage  her  pride, 

And  her  virtue  bring  down  to  a Song* 

The  (illy  Coquette, 

Is  all  in  a fret, 

In  the  morning  her  toilet  goes  wrdng  i 
All  day  long  ftie  pafles, 

Confulting  her  glaffcs, 

And  at  night  dies  away  like  a Song* 

Tve  often  been  told, 

The  Women  will  fcold, 

Their  good-natur'd  hu (bands  among  j 
They’ll  work  and  they'll  fret. 

And  they’ll  fcold,  and  they’ll  fweat, 
And  at  night  die  away  like  a Song, 

Then  let  us  be  jolly, 

Drive  hence  melancholy, 

While  we  are  good  fellows  amongj 
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Let’s  fill  up  our  glafTes, 

Take  life  as  it  palTes,  ' 

And  each  merr}"  foui  fuig  a So|ig» 

s o G cxvii. 

t T^WAS  in  the  flowery  uaonth  of  May, 

X When  Nature  bboins  on  ev’ry  fpray, 
And  lambkins  fondly  fport  and  play, 

To  grace  ihe  filvan  icene ; 

That  pretty  Mils  liril  form’d  the  plan, 

To  leave  papa  and  chiding  mam  ; 

In  chiiife  and  four  with  dear  footman, 

To  trip  to  Gretna  Green, 

The  youth  was  form’d  with  ev’ry  grace, 

Tall,  blooming,  gay  ^ith  lovely  face 
Sure  ne'er  before  in  worfbed  lace. 

Was  fuch  a charmer  feen  ; 

The  night  ferene,  the  co  itt  was  clear, 

When  pretty  Mifa  with  loving  dear, 

Set  off  withhafte,  and  full  career. 

To  trip  to  Gretna  Green. 

The  morning  come,  and  plot  is  blowtif 
The  cage  is  open  and  bird  is  flown, 

But  wjiither,  is  by  no  one  known, 

Lud  what  a curious  feene  ; 

Mamma  in  fits  while  ancient  prig, 

In  fury  tore  his  powder’d  wig,  ' 

And  with  grim  paflion  monftrous  big, 

Sets  off  for  Gretna  Green. 

Before  old  fquare  toes  reaches  n^ar. 

He  meets  the  beau  and  lovely  dear. 
Returning  back  in  full  career. 

From  Hymen’s  fiow’ry  feene  ; 

Stop  thief,  he  cries  ; — the  work  is  done, 

My  dear  papa,  we’re  coming  home, 

For  we  have  tafted  joys  that  come 
From  pleafant  Gretna  Green# 

j 
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SONG  cmill 


OW  bleft-isa  bachelor's  life^ 


ii  Who  conftintly  lives  at  his  eafe  ; 
Never  plagu'd  by  a proud  fcolding  wifcs, 

And  no  quarrelling  children  to  teafe. 

He  fears  no;  the  frowns  of  the  fair ; 

Heicornsthe  coquette  -'  ith  her  art  5 
For  love  never  fell  to  his  (hare, 

Its  pains  never  tortur'd  his  heart. 

But  wedlock,  oh,  where  are  thy  joys  ? 

That  man  has  perceiv'd  in  thy  ftate  I 
A feene  of  vexation  and  noife, 

Which  thouiands  have  reafon  to  hate, 

To  me  how  detefted  the  cries 
Of  children  round,  afking  for  bread  ; 

Till  I fee  the  poor  man  advert  tie, 

“ That  his  wife  has  elop'd  from  his  bed.'*,*’ 

Yet  fingl  ",  a man  may  have  blifs, 

If  he  has  but  a gra  in  of  content  5 
Though  oacc  if  he  wed  to  a Mifs. 

He  will  find  it  too  late  to  repent. 

In  friendship  and  freedom,  and  eafe. 

The  Bachellor's  life  roils  aiJ^ay  ; 

For  friendlhip  and  freedom  can  pleaf% 
When  beauty  is  gone  to  decay. 

Tim  Crufty  may  tell  of  his  pain. 

That  his  years  all  unhappily  roll  ? 

That  fingle  he  lives  but  in  vain  ; 

1 defpife  his  complaints  from  ray  foul^ 
Poor  Crulty  has  whin'd  for  a bride. 

His  breeches  and  llockings  to  mend  ; 
When  his  wants  might  as  well  be  lupply'dj, 
if  he  had  but  a maid  or  a friend. 

But  the  wretch  who  has  never  a friend, 
Should  fare  never  marry  a maid  ; 
for  this  would  their  wretchednefs  blendj» 
Apd  thdr  griefs  be  by  forrow  repdd^ 
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children  to  add  to  the  gloom, 

For  mark  what  fome  clertjymcn  tel! , > 

That  infants  receive  their  fad  doom 
When  they  die  to  the  dungeons  of  heil. 

Avaunt ! fijperfticious  Divine, 

If  infants  to  mifery  go  ; 

You  ne’er  fhall  have  children  of  mine, 

To  fentence  to  regions  of  woe. 

If  man  is  accurft  from  his  hjrth. 

And  you  fcarCc  give  him  dodiiines  of  peace, 

Better  fend  f <urth  a fword  on  this  earth, 

And  bid  population  to  ceafe. 

To  me  may  no  children  be  boro, 

Diftrefs  and  misfortune  to  lhare  | 

But  let  me  relieve  the  forlorn, 

And  baniih  the  fight  of  delpairw 

The  children  of  forrow  1 cheer. 

The  beggar  is  often  my  gueft  ; 

They  fmilc  and  fupprefs  ev*ry  tear. 

Their  gratitude  fweetens  my  reft. 

Tis  thus  \ difpofe  of  my  wealth— * 

Myhoufc  isan  inn  for  the  poor  ; 

Hive  in  contentment  and  health, 

I am  happy,  I wilh  for  no  more. 

While  I live  1 will  cltcrifh  c mtent, 

And  love  the  old  bachelior's  life  ; 

So  never  I‘d  need  to  repent, 

Nor  wilii  Betty  Wrinkle  my  wife* 

S O N G CXIX. 

HOW  happy  is  the  man, 

Who  has  a quiet  $ 

Who  loves  to  do  what 
And  hates  the  demon,  Rum. 

Whofe  houfe  contains  enough, 
lor  him  and  all  his  fo  Iks^, 
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Whofe  wif(£  abhors  a box  of  fnuffi 
And  very  feldom  fmokes. 

Whofe  wife  knows  how  to  fpin, 

And  loves  to  ufe  the  needle  ; 

Who  keeps  herfelf  and  hulband  cleaa  9 
Bat  never  lov'd  a fiddle# 

Whofe  wife  is  like  a tree. 

That’s  ever  green  and  fair  ; 

That  ever  in  the  bloom  will  be, 

And  yet  will  never  bear. 

Whofe  wife  will  in  feafon, 

Be  weather  hot  or  cold  ; 

And  always  give  fufficient  reafoB, 

If  e’er  (he  chance  to  fcold. 

This  man  while  others  roam, 

Among  the  fons  of  ftrife, 

Is  always  happieft  when  at  homci 
In  c'oiiverfe  with  his  wife. 

SONG  CXX. 

Songs  of  Ihepherds  in  ruftical  rotinddays, 
Formed  in  fancy  and  whittled  on  recds> 
Sung  to  folace  young  nymphs  upon  holi« 
days, 

Are  too  unworthy  for  wonderful  deeds. 
Sotilh  Silenusto  Pheebiis  the  genius 
Was  fent  by  dame  Venus,  a fong  to  pre- 
pare, 

inphrafe  nicely  coin’d,  andverfe  quite  rc-^ 
finM, 

How  the  ftates  divine  hunted  the  hare. ' 
Stars  quite  tir’d  with  paft  times  Olympicaf, 
Stars  and  planets  that  beautiful  Ihone, 

Could  no  longer  endure  that  men  only  fhould 
Revel  in  pleafures,  and  they  but  look  on. 
Rfund  about'  horned  Lucina  they  fwarmtd  ^ 
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I 

I And  qiikkfy  informed  her  how  minded  they 
I were, 

! Bjch  god  P.nd  gcddcfs  to  take  human 
bodies, 

As  iords  and  ladies  to  foilo^y  the  hare, 
i Chafle  Diana  applauded  the  motion, 

And  pak  Profepiiia  lat  down  in  her  place, 

To  guide  the  welkin  and  govern  the  ocean, 
While  Dian  conducted  her  nephews  i» 

I chace. 

Bf  her  example,  their  fathers  to  trample, 
Thee^rth  old  and  ample,  they  foon  leave 

I the  air  : 

Neptune  tlie  water,  and  wine  Liber  pater, 

And  Mars  the-fljughter,  to  follow  the  hare, 

I 'fonug  god  Clipp'd  was  mounted  on  Pegafus, 

I Borrow'd  o'  the  mufes  v,dth  kilies  and  Pray- 
I - crs; 

I Stern  Akide  s upon  cloudy  Caucafus 
i Mounted  A centaur  that  proudly  him  bears. 

I The  pouiiion  of  the  Iky,  4ight-heeled  Sir  Mer- 
I citry, 

I Made  bis  fwift  eor.rfer  fly  fleet  as  the  air  ; 

' Vrnbe  tuneful  Apoiio,  the  paO:  time  did  foU 

i lOWy 

j To  whoop  and  to  hoilow,  boys  after  the 
I * hare. 

jbrorned  Narciflusfrom  his  metamorphofis 
by  Echo,  new  manhood  did  take. 
Snoring  Somuus  upltarted  from  Cim’rics  : 
j Before  for  a thouiand  years  he  did  not  wake# 
iThere  was  lame  club-footed  Mulcibcr  booted  j 
I And  Pan,  too,  promoted  on  Corydons  mare. 
j!ti;o!u3iloute<i : '^ith  mirth  fliouted  ; 

While  wile  Pallas  pouted,  yet  followed  tht 
li<xre. 

iSrave  Hymen  ufhers  m lady  Ailrea,  • 

! The  hum  or  tookhoPd  of  Latoaii  the  cold 

i 


C<"restbe  broww,  toQ  with  bright  Cjrtherea^  ^ 
And  Thetis  the  wanton,  Beilona  the  bold  I i 
. ShamelacM  Aurora,  with  witty  Pandora,  i 

And  Maria  with  Fiora  did  company  bear ; ' 

But  Juno  was  fiattd  too  high  to  be  mated, 
Aitho%  Sir,  fhc  hated  not  hunting  the  hare. 


Three  brown  bowls  of  Olympical  nedar 
The  Trey-born  boy  now  prefents  on 
knee  ; 

Jove  to  Pheebus  now  caroufes  in  ne<5lar, 

And  Phoebus  to  Hermes,  and  Hermes  to  me  j 
Wherewith  infufed,  l piped  and  mufed., 

In  language  unufed  their  fports  to  declare, 
*'Till  the  vatt  hoiife  of  Jove  like  the  bright 
fphe''es  did  move, 

HereV health,  then  to  all  that  love  bunting,' 


the  hare. 

SONG  eXXi. 


SaY,  fay,  lovely  lafs,  have  you  formM  | 

notion  | 

Of  all  the  rude  dangrers  in  crofling  tlie  cceanj| 
When  the  winds  whiftle  fhrilly,  ah,  won't  thoyi 

remind  you , | 

To  figh  wdth  regret,  for  the  grot- kft  behind^ 
you  f 1 

Ofu  no,  I could  follow;  and  fail  the  world  OTcrj 
Nor  think'  of  my  grot,  while  1 looked  oft;| 
my  lover  r j 

The  winds  that  blow  round  us,  your  armsfor*j 
my  piilow:^  j 


Shall  lull  us  to  fleep,  while  we’re  rock’d  fafj 


each  billo'w. 

Then  fay,  lovely  lafs,  what  If  happy  is  cipysng  ; 
Some  rich  gallant  veffei,  with  gay  co!our4f 
flying? 

Fd  journey  with  thee, love,  to  where  the 

narrows.  1 


f 
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And  thro^  all  my  cares  at  my  back,  with  my 
^ arrows. 

Oh,  fay,  then,  my  truclove,  we  never  will  fan« 
der, 

Nor  ibrink  from  the  tempeft,  nor  dread  the 
' big  thunder, 

Batconiian^,  will  laugh  at  all  changes  of  wcai^ 
ther, 

And  journey  all  over  thevrorld  both  tGgctficr.o 


SONG  eXXH. 

WME  N ge  ntle  peace,  and  pleafing  fmllcf 
Welcomed  the  failoi^roin  his  toils, 
The  prize  is  fold,  the  wa^s  paid, 

Theflnp  is  fafein  harbor  laid, 

To  b ue  he  ftcers  with  all  his  ftorc, 

I hope  from  her  to  part  no  more. 

Said  Jim,  to  Sue,  when  bullets  flew 
Around  my  bead,  and  half  the  crew 
I Lay  ftretcmd  on  deck,  fad  light  to  fee,  , 

1 felt  no  pain,  but  tho't  on  thee 
1 But  now  the  cruel  w^arsare  o^r 
i^m  with  my  bue  to  part  no  more. 

I Baid  Sue,  to  Jim,  when  thro®  the  door 
i The  hollow  found  of  wind  did  roar, 
i My  tender  heart  wss  fraught  with  woe, 
i Left  you  Ihould  to  the  bottom  go, 
j But  now  the  cruel  wars  are  o er, 

' i'jn  with  my  love  to  part  no  more. 

' Said  Jim,  to  Sue,  make  no  delay, 

: But  to  the  Church  we‘ll  hafte  away. 

The  parfon,  there,  wuth  golden,  twine 
Shall  intermix  your  heart  with  mine. 

In  peace  and  love  will  live  on  fliore, 

There's  nohght  but  death  lhall  part  us  morc^^ 


1^4 
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SONG.  CXX!U. 

WHEN  fortiane  doth  frown, 
rii  ne'er  be  caft  down, 
►l^epining  wont  alter  my  fvorc  | 

For  a good  ftate  of  health 
* is  better  than  wealth  ; 

And  i'll  be  merry  although  I am  poor. 

The  foldicr  delights 
In  blood,  wars  and  fights, 

The  faiior  too  fails  the  feas  o'er  : 

But  this  mind  I am 
I‘U  keep  a fulllkin, 

Arid  I'il  be  m^ry  although  I am  poor. 

When  the  fahors  drink  wine. 

Their  lovers  repine  • 

The  mifer  isiond  of  his  fiore  } 

Give  the  giutton'his  difii, 

And  I what  I wilh. 

And  ni  be  merry  al  though  1 am  poor. 

Let  flatefmen  debate 
On  the  affairs  of  the  State  s 
Let  moralifis  frown  and  look  four  } 

Let  the  v/oi  ld  go  as  'twill, 

I'ildrii  k tomy  fill; 

And  i'll  be  merry  although  I am  poor. 

Wine  will  difeord  affuage, 

" Enliven  old  age, 

Make  cheerful  and  gay  at  four  fcorc  : 
Give  me  a fpll  ghfs, 

A complying  fweet  lafs. 

And  i'll  be  merry  although  I am  poor. 
Ye  benevolent  fouls, 

With  full  flowing  bowls, 

Who  cheerfully  add  to  the  (lore  $ 

Give  me  but  one  quart, 

Juft  to  com  fort  my  heart, 
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/Jnd  rii  be  merry  although  I am  poor  | 

4 And  ye  drunken  fots, 

Who  call  for  your  pots, 

And  ever  are  calling  for  more  ; 

Only  juft  let  me  drink. 

And  i'll  mak<g  you  all  think, 

That  ril  be  merry  although  I am  poof  o 
Wine  will  its  votaries  fave 
From  death  and  the  grave  ; 

When  tipfy  we  fear  de^th  no  more  5 
With  a full  glafs  in  hand. 

Firm  as  Atlas  PIl  ftand  ; 

And  i'll  be  merry  although  I am  poor, 

S O H G eXXIV. 

^ AS  at  the  break  of  day  we  fpy^ 
.L  The  fignal  to  unmoor. 

Which  fieeplefs  Caroline  defery^d. 

Sweet  maid,  from  Gofport  Ihore, 

The  frethhiing  gale  at  length  aroic, 

Her  heart  began  to  fweli, 

^or  could  cold  fear  the  thought  oppofe^ 
Of  bidding  me  farewell  ! 

In  open  boat,  the  maid  of  worth 
Soon  reach'd  our  vefiTel's  lidc, 

Soon  too  Ihe  found  her  William's  birth, 
put  fought  me  not  to  chide  : 

Go,  fhe  exclaim'd— for  fame's  a caufe 
A female  fhould  approve  ; 

For  who,  that's  true  to  honor’s  laws, 
is  ever  falfe  to  love  ! 

My  heart  is  loyal,  Icorns  to  fear, 

Nor  will  it  even  fail, 

Tho  war's  unequal  wild  career, 

Should  William's  life  afTail  : 

Tho'  death  'gainft  thee  exert  his  fway^ 
Oh  ! trull  me,  but  the  d^irt 
1 
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That  woundeth  thee  will  find  its  way 
To  Caroline’s  true  heart. 

Should  conqueft,  in  fair  form  array’d, 

Thy  loyal  efforts  crown, 

In  Gofport  will  be  found  a maid. 

That  lives  for  thee  alone. — 

May  girls,  with  hearts  fo  firm  and  tme. 

To  love  and  glory's  caufe. 

Meet  the  reward  they  have  in  view, 

The  meed  of  free  appUufe. 

S0  3SLG  eXXV. 

WHEN  Werter  fair  Charlotte  licheld, 

A s fht  danc’d  with  ti?e  nymphs  on  the 
green, 

He  thoiight  cv'ry  maid  fbeexceil’d. 

And  he  prais’d  the  loft  grace  cf  her  mien  ; 
But  all  her  accomplifhments  known. 

Gentle  Werter  began  to  adore  ; 

He  fighs  for  a heart  not  hr r own, 

And  the  joyft  of  poor  Werter  are  o’er. 

Tho’  vows  the  fair  Charlotte  engag’d. 

As  a friend  gentle  Werter  was  dear, 
Herlmiles  oft  his  forrows  afiuag'd' 

While  pity  has  dropt  a ioft  tear. 

Urg’d  by  love,  he  grew  bold,  and  the  cry ’d, 
Werter  leave  me,  and  fee  me  no  more ; 

He  figh’d«^he  obey’d— and  he  dy’d, 

Then  the  forrows  of  Werter  dep. ore. 

Ye  nymphs,  let  not  Cupid  deceive, 

Under  pity’s  foft  garb  hide  his  dart. 
Welter’s  forrows  are  laid  in  the  grave, 

While  pity  ftili  wrings  Chavlott’s  heart : 
And  oft  o’er  his  grave  I as  ihe  cry’d, 

While  with  fiow’rets  ihe  deck’d  it  all 
Jhe  faw  me — he  lov'd— and  he  di’d, 
yhea  theforrow^  of  Werter  deplore. 
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SONG  CXXVL 

WELCOME,  welcome^  brother  debto^ 
To  this  poor  but  merry  place, 
Where  no  bai^^,  dun,  or  fetter, 

Dare  to  fhew  his  frightful  face. 

But,  kind  Sir,  as  you’re  a ftranger, 

Down  your  garnifh  you  muft  lay, 

Or  your  coat  will  be  in  danger  : 

You  mulf  either  ftrip  or  pay, 

Ne'er  repine  at  your  confinenient 
From  your  children  or  your  wife  S 
Wifdom  lies  in  true  refinement, 

Through  the  various  feenes  of  life. 

Scorn  to  Ihow  the  leaft  refentment, 

I Though  beneath  the  frowns  of  fate  s 
Knaves  and  beggars  find  contentment. 

Fears  and  cares  attend  the  great. 

I Though  Gur  creditors  are  fpiteful, 

I And  refer aii'iS  our  bodies  here, 

I Ufe  will  make  a gaol  delightfui, 

I Since  there's  nothiBg  elfe  to  fear. 

Every  i Hand's  but  a^prifon, 

Strongly  guarded  by  the  fea  ; 

Kings  and  prmcea,  f«>r  that  rcafon, 

Pris’ners  are  as  well  a^  we. 

What  was  it  made  great  Alexander 
Weep  at  his  unfriendly  fate  ? 

*Twas  becaufe  he  could  not  wander 
Beyond  the  w^orid's  ftrongprifon  gatSo 
The  world  itfelf  is  ftrongly  bounded 
By  the  'lieav'ns  and  ftars  above  : 

Why  ihouid  we  then  be  confounded. 

Since  there^s  nothing  free  but  love  ^ 

SONG  CXXVil. 

PUSH  about  the  boul,  boys, 

uo  time  for  meaner  joys  | 
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Pufh  about  the  bowi  boys, 

Here’s  no  time  for  thinking  ; 

Let  us  with  hearts  and  hands  unifet 
To  do  ourfelvcsthe  bumper‘s  right* 

The  buftnefs  of  this  happy  night 
Con  fills  alone  in  drinking. 

Drain  the  flowing  bowl,  boys* 

Wifdom  at  the  bottom  lies  ; 

Drain  the  flowing  bo  boys, 

Drive  away  all  forrow  : 

And  thus  away  lefledlionrude, 

All  care  was  made  fortbl|tude. 

And  we’ll  be  lure  Ihouldvice  intrude* 
To  bid  her,  Come  to-mo^ow,  ' 

He  that  balks  a glafs.  boys, 

Halt  his  real  biifs  deftroys  ; 

He  that  balks  a glafs,  boys, 

He’s  a forry  fellow  ; 

For  wine  with  mirth  will  fill  the  knave. 
And  wine  will  make  the  coward  brave* 
And  ev’ry  poor  dejedled  (lave 
Ate  free  as  he  is  mdlow. 

Give  us  each  a lafs,  boys? 

One  who  moft  our  minds  employs ; 
Give  us  each  a lafs,  boys. 

Modeft  and  complying  ; 

One  whofe  mind  is  fond  of  biifs. 

Who  loves  to  (IV ed  to  (luoo  and  kifs^ 

And  cannot  lee  what  harm  it  is 
To  fave  a twain  from  dying, 

Here’s  to  noble  {elves ^ boys,  ^ 

Length  of  days  and  laft  ing  joys ; 

Here's  to  noble fclves  boys^ 

This  toaft  wid  bear  repealing  : 

When  e’er  we  bid  this  houfe  adieu, 
We’Jl  drind  to  all  who's  fopnd  and  true* 
So,  Here’s  to  you,  to  you,  and  you, 
’Till  our  next  b^ppy  meeting. 
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AFLA^GUEofthofe  mufty  old  lubbers^ 
Wlio  tell  us  to  fail  aud  to  think, 

And  patient  fall  in  with  life's  rubbers, 

With  nothing  but  water  to  drink  : 

Acann  or  good  duff  had  they  twiggM  it, 
Would  have  (rX  theni  for  pkafure  agog. 

And  fpite  of  the  rules, 

The  rules  of  the  fchools, 

The  old  fools  would  have  ali  oPcm  fwigg'd 
And  fwore  there  was  nothing  like  grog* 

I . My  father^  when  lafi:  1 fiom  Guinea 
Return’d  with  abundance  of  wealth 
Cried — Jack,  never  be  fucha  islimy 

To  drink— Says  f—bere’s  father,  your  health. 
So  1 pafs’d  round  the  fluff— foon  he  twigg’d  it 
And  1 let  the  old  codger  agog, 

And  he  fwigg’d  and  mother  fwig’d. 

And  lifter  fwigg'd  and  brother  fwigg’d, 
And  I fvvigg'd,  and  aU  of  us  fwigg^d  it, 

And  fsvpre  there  lyas  nothing  like  grog. 

One  day,  when  the  chaplain  was  preachingi 
Behind  him  I curioufiy  Hunk, 

And,  while  he  our  duty  w^as  teaching 
As  how  we  ftiould  never  get  drunk, 

I tip’d  him  the  ftuiT,  and  he  twigg'd  it. 

Which  foon  fet  his  reverence  agog. 

And  he  fwigg’d,  and  Nick  fwiggM, 

And  Ben  fwigg’d  and  Dick  fwigg^d. 

And  1 fwigg’cf,  and  ali  of  us  (wigg'd  it. 

And  fwore  there  was  nothing  like  grog. 

Then  truft  me  there^s  nothing  like  drinking 
So  pleaiant  on  this  lide  the  grave  ; 

It  keeps  the  unhappy  from  thinking. 

And  makes  e’en  more  valiant  the  brave^ 

?or  me,  from  the  moment  1 1 wigg’d  it, 
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fluff  has  ib  let  me  agog, 
biGk  orwt'li,  iatc*  or.tar 
Wmd  touliy  or  fairiy, 

V-vc  coiiftantly  iW  igg'd  it^ 

Aiid  clara'inc  there’s  nothio.g  like  grog. 

•S  O bi  G CXXIX. 

At  the  foure  of  Potomac,  Collumbi-^ 
wept  ; 

Oil  the  Rook  her  fair  facewas  rc  din’d. 

Her  breafx  beat  with  grief  for  her  Washington 
dead  ; 

While  his  deeds  rufh  in  crowds  pn  her  mind, 

On  the  paft,  v^hile  die  mourns,  ilill  with  pride 
fhe  rcilecls  ; 

For  the  fu  urc  oppreiTed  ?rith  fears  ; 

His  form,  in  his  virtues,  arilbs  to  view. 

And  the  River  fhe  fweik  with  her  tears. 

My  pcfTciionsdid  Surope^-s  mad  nations  invade; 

Or  wit ) arts  did  they  ^rive  to  divide : 

Each  b f turns  . on  the  feas,  did  they  rob  my  fair 
trade ; 

And  fwear  i ihould  fight  on  their  Odei 

lYhilemy  Washington’s  (Iiield  was  held  broatd 
o’er  my  head, 

I could  fmi'ie  at  the  force  of  my  foes  : ' 

W^hile  my  Washington’s  eye  yet  remained  a? 
wake. 

5 might  fafely  indulge  my  repofe. 

When  the  ear  rending  feream  fhali  tell  round  to 
the  tribes. 

Their  Father’s  great  fpirit  is  gone^ 

^fh  m'd  of  hi?  tears  the  grim  fad  cm  fhal!  yeJIj 
Jfpw  the  Hatchet  lies  buried  too  long, 
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The  afhes  sre  blown  from  the  coals  of  revenge. 
The  Tomahawk  lhakes  in  their  hand  ; 

Ah  i the  cries  of  my  infants  already  I hear, 

And  Ibrrows  fob  round  all  my  land. 

Fell  difeord,  ihe  there  too  errc(^ing:  her  head  f 
Tre  faakes  how  they  hifs  in  her  hair  1 
While  my  Washington  liv’d  I had  nothing  t® 
dread ; 

But  he's  gone  and  Tm  whelmMin  defpair, 

The  wavebeaten  rocks  on  the  fcalalhed  coaif, 
Refponded  the  throbs  of  her  breaft; 

While  the  winds,  as  they  ruriible  her  moan  on* 
the  y'ood, 

Bore  her  fighr,  and  feem’d  like  her,  diftreHv 

Her  tears  were  beheld  from  tlie  blifsful  abodes^ 
And  myriads  defeended  in  air ; 

But  CoLtUMBUS  alone  could  h ave  leave  to  befeen 
And  thus  mild  he  accOfted  the  fair. 

My  CoIIiimbU  rejoice,  let  no  tear  caif  a gloomy 
On  a deftiny  happy  as  thihe: 

To  fpirits  aflign’d  are  the  empires  of  earthy 
And  tbou,  dear  Coliumbia,  arc  mine, 

For  a crifis  fore feen  I thy  Washington  fent^ 
Him  to  earth  for  a while  I confiidd  ; 

His  miffion  performed,  be  claim'd  his  releafe, 
Fer  ceieltiai  highborn  was  his  mind. 

To  thy  fon"*  in  a^I  ages  his  luminous  courfe, 

Has  trac’d  the  true  pathway  to  tame  ; 

Like  fiars  fhad  they  deck  thee  with  brilliance 
fublime, 

Set  on  fire  at  great  Washington’s  name. 

I this  virtues  and  wifdomcou’d  guard  thee  fo 
wellj 
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While  human  and  cioged  with  day ; 

Abu  idant  protedtion  he  now  can  aiford  5 
Then  to  him  I refign  thee  this  day. 

SONG  CXXX. 

JOHN  Bull  for  paftime  toolr  a prance 
Some  t me  ago  to  peep  at  France, 

To  talk  of  iciences  and  arts,  and  knowledge 
gainMdn  foreign  parts. 

MonGeur  obfequeous  heard  him  fpcafc 
And  anlVered  John  in  heathen  greek^ 

To  all  he  alkM  'bout  all  he  law 
To  all  he  afk'd  f 'bout  ail  he  faw 
’Twas  Monfieur  Je  vous  n’entends  pas* 

John  to  the  Palais  royal  come  : 

Its  fplendor  almoR  ftrnck  him  dumb  ; 

1 fay  whole  houle  is  that  there  here 
NolTi.  Je  vouG  n*en tends  pas  Monlitmr. 

What  Nong  tong  paw  a^in  cries  John, 

This  fellow  is  fomc  mighty  I>jn. 

No  doubt  h'as  plenty  for  rhe  maw 
I'll  breakfaft  with  this  Nong  tong  paw- 

John  faw  Verfailles  from  Marlis  height 
And  cried,  aftonifhed  at  the  light  ; 

Whofe  fice  eftate  is^that  there  here. 

Stat.  Je  vons  n'entends  pas  Monlieur  ; 

Nis  what  the  land  and  houfes  too. 

Tlie  fellow's  richei  than  a jew; 

On  every  thi'^g  he  lays  his  claw  ; 
t fnould  like  to  dine  v/ith  Nong  toug  paw. 
Next  tripping  came  a courtly  fair  ; 

John  crieci,  enchanted  with  her  air, 

What  lovely  wentch  is  that  there  here. 

Veulch.  Je  vous  n entends  pas  Moniieur. 
What  he  again  - upon  my  hte  ; 

A Palace-,  lands,  and  then  a wife- 
Sir  Jofhua  might  delight  to  dr%w : ^ 

J fihouid  like  to  lup  with  Nong  tongpaw-^ 
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But  hold  whole  funeiaEs  that  cries  John. 

Je  vous  n’entcndsp-s:  abatis  he  gone. 

Wealth,  fame,  and  beauty  could  not  fave  ; 

Poor  Nong  tong  paw,  then  from  the  grave  : 

His  race  is  run,  his  game  is  up, 

J^d  with  him  breakfaft,  dine,  and  fap ; 

But  fince  hechufes  to  withdraw, 

Good  night  t^ye  Mounlieur  Nong  tong  paw. 

SONG  CAXXr. 

DEA^R  Toni  this  brownjag  which  ^oams, 
with  mild  ale, 

In  which  we  will  toaft  the  fweet  Nan  of  the 
vale; 

Was  once  Toby  Fillpot  a thirfty  old  foul 
As  e’er  drank  a bottle  or  fathom’d  a bowl ; 

In  Baccus’g  court  'twas  his  joy  to  excell,. 

And  among  joUy  topers  he  bore  off  the  bell. 

It  chanc’d  as  in  dog-days  heloU'd  st  his  eafe. 
In  a flower-’^oven  arbor  as  gay  as  you  pleafe  ; 
With  his  friend  and  his  pipe  pufHag  forrow 
away, 

And  with  royal  old  ffingo  was  foaking  his  clay. 
His  breath-door  of  life  on  a hidden  was  fliut, 
And  he  died  full  as  big  as  a Dorcetlhirc  butt. 

His  body  when  long  in  the  ground  it  had  Iain, 
And  time  into  clay  had  defolv'd  it  again  ! 

A potter  found  out  in  its  corert  fo  fung, 

And  with  part  of  old  To  by  he  form’d  this  brown 

jwg  : 

How  facred  to  friend  {hip  to  mirth  and  mild  ale. 
Here’s  a health  to  lovely ‘fweet  Nan  of  the  Vale. 

SONG  cxxxir. 

WHEN  France  with  huge  pride,  ’crofs  the 
atlantic  did  ftride, 

And  war  with  America  wag^d  ; 


Fiif^  d^^m^ndedeach  fhip,  IhouM carry  a ftripl 
01  paper  calPd  Role  de  Equipa;?e. 

This  infiilt  to  relent,  our  belov  d Prefident; 

viavc  orders  as  manly  as  Sage  : 

That  America-s  fonsihouid  be  known  by  theiif 

And  tbefe  be  their  Ro!e  de  Equipage. 

When  this  order  was  heard,  the  thip  Maria 
prepar  d, 

Wed  arm'd  Cytoycn  to  engage, 

She  had  twenty  dive  men,  andot  nine  pounders 
ten, 

Which  tlie  failors  calbd  Role  dc  Equipage^ 

Then  from  Bofton  'vveTearM,  ‘till  CapeSpartd 
appeared, 

And  that  country  where  once  was  Carthage^ 
Aniaa  we  drew  nigh,  where  thefe  French  raf- 
, caisply^. 

Got  in  order  our  Ro’e  de  Equipage. 

«Twas  netft'  Malaga  Bay,  four  privateers  lay, 
'^Ynicn  came  out  with  our  ihip  to  engage, 
We  recclvd  them  fo  ’warm,  as  to  do  them  fom® 
harm 

With  pur  American  Role  de  Equipage. 

One  veotur  d fo  near,  that  our  Role  made  hte 
111  ear,  ^ 

<>/toy  • - tunr  d tall  too,  in  a rage, 

Hecryel  On  ' Pardit- — ne  never  did  fte^ 

One  fnch  terrible  Rolt  de  Equipage. 

SONG  GXXXIIL 


T T O W brim  fn.ll  of  nothing’s  the  lift  of  a 
li  beam, 

Ifbeywc  nothing  to  think  of  for  nothing  they 

do, 

' And  nothing  to  talk  of,  for  notTiing  they 
know, 
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Such,  fuch  is  the  life  oi*  a beau, 

Such,  5cc. 

For  nothing:  t^^ey  rife  bnt  to  dra:v  the  frcfli  air, 

Spend  t«>e  morning  in  nothing  biit  curling  Iheijp 
hair  ; 

And  do  nothing  all  day  but  figli,  faunter  and 
ftare, 

Such,  fuch  h the  life  of  a be^u, 

: Such,  <Scc* 

i For  nothing  at  night  tp  the  play-bcufc  they 
crowd, 

To  mind  nothing  done  there  they  are  always 
too  proud, 

But  to  bow  and  to  grin,  and  to  fay  nothing 
loud, 

Such,  fuch  is  the  life  of  a bMii, 

Such,  &c. 

I For  nothing  they  nnro  aiun'nbly  and  hall, 

: For  nothing  at  cards  a fair  partner  they  ca  1 ; 

F-^r  they  liiU  mufc  be  ha/ted  wdio've  nothing  at 
all, 

I Such,  fuch  i r?  the  life  of  a beau, 

I Such,  See. 

For  nothing  on  Sunday’s  at  church  they  appear, 

They’ve  nothing  to  hope  for  and  nothing  to 
fear, 

They  cm  be  nothing  no  where,  who  nothing 
are  here  ; 

Such-,  fuch  is  the  life  of  a beau, 

Such,  See. 

I \ LS  O N G C XXXIV. 


SPANKING  Jack  wasfo  comely,  fo  plefant, 
fo  jolly, 

Though  wind  blew  great  guns  {till  he'd  whifde 
and  l]ng. 
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Jack  lov'd  his  friend  and  was  true  to  his  Molly, 
AnJt  if  honor  gives  grctnels  was  great  as  a king. 
One  as  we  drove  with  two  reefs  ia  the 
main-fdl, 

And  the  tcud  came  on  lowering  upon  a lee 
fliore? 

Jack  went  up  aloft  for  to  hand  the  top  ga‘en 
fail, 

Afpray  walked  him  off  and  we  ne^cr  faw  him 
more ! 

But  grk'vmg^  5 a folhf% 

Come  lei  us  be  yoily. 
Jfwe^veirovbiesatfea^hoysj 
W pleafures  rjhore. 

Whirling  Tom  (till  of  mifchief  or  fun  in  the 
middle,  ^ 

Through  life  in  all  weathers  at  random  would 

He‘d  dance  and  he‘d  fing,  and  he*d  play  on  the 
fiddle. 

And  fwig  Trith  an  air  his  allowance  of  grog  , 
Long  fide  of  a don  in  the  terrible  Frigate 
As  yard  arm  and  yard  arm  v/e  lay  off  the  ftiore, 
In  and  out  v/hiftling  Tom  did  fo  caper  and  jig 
it, 

That  his  head  was  (hot  off  and  we  ne‘er  faw 
him  more : 

Bonny  Ben  was  to  each  Jolly  meffmate  a 
brother, 

He  was  manly  and  honefi:,  good  natured,  and 
free, 

Tf  ever  one  tar  was  more  true  than  another 
To  his  friend  and  his  duty,  that  failor|was  he  ? 
One  day  with  the  David  to  heave  the  hedge 
anchor, 

Ben  w^nt  in  a boat  on  a bold-craggy  fhore, 

He  ever  boaurd  tipt,  when  a lhark  and  a fpanker,^ 
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Soon  nipt  him  in  two,  and  we  ne«er  f«w  him 
more ! 

Buty 

But  what  ef  it  ail,  lads  fliall  we  be  down 
hearted 

Becaufc  that  may  bap  we  now  take  our  laft 
flip  ; 

Lifers  cable  muft  one  day  or  other  be  parted, 
i And  deal  h in  fali  mooring  witl  bring  us  all  up  % 
Bur ‘tis  always  the  wayou’t,  one  fcarce  fii^ds  a 
brother 

Fond  as  pitch,  honeft,  hearty  and  true  to  the 
core, 

Bet  by  battle,  or  ftornijOr  fame  bad  thing  or 
other, 

He‘s  popp'd  off  the  hooks,  and  we  ne^^er  fee 
him  more  1 
1 is  c, 

SONG  cx;^v. 

DISBANDING  of  the  ARMY. 

Brave  boys  have  you  heard  of  the  newsj 
It  is  talk'd  of  by  iand'and  by  fea  ; 

That  guns  are  to  be  no  us'd, 

And  we  are  dlfcharged  to  be. 

Tol  de  rol  hi,  iSc. 

Says  the  Colonel,  O,  what  Hiall  I do, 

1 know  not  what  courfc  for  to  take, 

Says  the  Major,  I cannot  tell  you, 

For  myjheart  is  juft  ready  to  break  : 

, ! §ays  the  Captain,  Til  away  to  my  wife, 

My  children  I think  T hear  cry  : 

’ Says  the  Lieutenant,  Til  away  to  my  w— r-^e, 
j For  the  d-- — I of  a wife  have 

^ I 3av3  the  EnfignHdl  go  to  my  work, 

! Td  belter  do  that  than  do  worfe, 

m 


138 


The  E C H a 


Says  th  e Seir^ent,  MI  go  a highway! ng  * 

G— d d a you,  deliver  your  purfe. 

Says  the  Corporal  get  me  a pole, 

I‘il  Hick  a long  fpike  in  the  end, 

Ml  go  thump,  thuipp,  at  every  door, 

And  cry  old  kettles  to  mend. 

Toldff  rd  hly  Csfc- 

Saysthe  Drum  ner  Pve  drimi-d  many  years, 
i‘ve  drum^dboth  by  land  and  by  fea, 

And  now  the  wa-rs  are  all  over. 

The  d — ^Imay  drum  for  all  me. 

Says  the  Cook,  l‘ll  away  to  the  fair. 

And  there  I will  fell  off  my  fat, 

Says  the  Soldier  if  I catch  you  there, 
j<xn  d d if  1 don‘t  .vhip  you  for  that  • 

SONG  CXXXVI. 

Anacreon  they  fay  was  a jolly  old  blade, 
A Grecian  choice  fpirit,  and  poet  by  trade. 
To  Venus  and  Bacchus  he  lun‘dup  his  lays, 
For  Icvc  and  a bumper  he  fung  all  his  days. 

He  laughed  as  he  quaff'd  ftiil  the  juice  of  th^ 
vine, 

And  though  he  was  humane,  was  looked  on  di- 
vine : 

At  the  feaft  of  good  humor  he  alway  was  there. 
And  his  fancy  and  fonnets  Hiil  baniflicd  all  care 

Good  wine  boys  fays  he  is  the  liquor  of  Jove, 
♦Tis  our  comfort  below  and  their  nedor  above; 
Then  while  round  the  tabic  the  bumper  we  pafs, 
Let  the  toaft  be  to  Venus  and  each  fmiling  lafs. 

Apollo  may  torment  his  cat-gut  and  wire, 

Yet  Bacchus  and  beauty  the  theme  moft  infpire; 
Or  clfe  all  this  humming  and  ftrumming  is 
vain, 

The  true  joys  of  heaven  hc‘d  never  obtaiUr 
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To  lovc^and  be  lov’d  how  trnnfporting  tbeblifs, 
While  the,  heart  chenrin^  glai's  gives  a zeal  t© 
each 

With  Bacchue  and  Vciraa  bU  ever  combine, 

For  drinking  and  killing  arc  pleafures  divine. 

As  Tons  of  Anacreon  then  let  be  gay, 

With  drinking  and  love  p.dstbe  moments  away. 
With  wineand  ^\\h  beautylet's  hUnp  thefpau, 
For  that's  the  beft  msthod,  deny  it  vvlio  can. 

SONG  cxxxvir. 

I "ITrilEN  heating  rains  and  pinching  windff, 
VV  At  night  attac»<  the  iab’rlng  hinds, 

I -Ind  caus'd  them  to  retire  : 

Ho  V fwcet  the)  pifs  tlieir  time  away, 

I In  fobee  talk  and  nifiick  play  ; 

I B i (i  d c t he  foci  al  h re , 

BTide,  Sec. 

There  many  a plaativc  talc  is  told, ' 

Ohthofe  who  linger  in  the  cold  ; 

With  fi.'^hs  and  groans  expire  ; 

The  moornful  ftory  hrikes  the  ear, 

Tney  heave  a and  ^ tear, 

And  bkfs  their  focial  fire, 

And  blefs  Sec. 

Tise  legendary  tale  comes  next 
W th  many  an  aitful  phrafe  perpX^xt, 

Wiiich  welt  the  tongue  might  tire  ; 

' The  windows  [hake,  Jhe  Ruitters  crack, 

£ad{  thinks  a ghoft  behind  his  back. 

And  hitches  to  the  fire, 
j And  hitches, 

i And  now  perhaps  fome  hurnbie  fvrain, 
WhofannM  the  lover's  Rame  in  vain  ; 

With  iighs  and  groans  ex.pire  : 

Relates  each  Ilratagem  he  plpy’d^ 

To  win  the  coy  difdainfui  maid. 


And  eyes  the  foci al  fire, 

And  eyes,  &c. 

To  this  fuGceeds  a jocund  fong, 

- From  lungs  lefsmufical  than  ftrong. 

And  all  to  mirth  afpire; 

The  humble  roof  returns  the  found, 

The  focial  can  goes  brifkiy  round  ; 

And  br  ighter  burns  the  fire, 

And  brighter  &c. 

Grant  me  kind  Heaven  a ftate  like  this, 

When  fimple  ignorance  isblifs, 

*Tis all  that  \ require  : 

And  then  to  crown  the  joys  ot  life, 

I‘U  feck  a kind  indulgent  wife, 

To  blefs  the  loeial  fire, 

To  blefs,  See. 

SO  NG  CXXXVIIL 

There  Uv^d,  as  Fame  reports,  in  days  of 
yore. 

At  lead  fome  fifty  years  ago,  or  more : 

A pleafant  wight  on  town,  ‘yclcp‘d  Tom 
King, 

A fellow  that  was  clever  at  a joke,  ' . 
Expert  in  all  the  arts  to  tea:?;e  and  (moke  5 
In  fhort  for  ftroke?  of  humor, quite  the  thing. 

To  many  a jovial  club  this  King  was  known, 

► With  whom  his  a<5live  witunrivail‘d  fhone  ; 
Choice  fpirit,  grave  Free  M^fon,  buck  and 
blood, 

Would  croud  his  flories  and  bonmots  to  hear 
And  none  a difappointment  e‘re  could  fear  ; 
His  humor  flowed  in  fuch  a copious  flood. 

To  him  a frolic  was  a high  delight, 

A frolic  he  would  hunt  for  day  and  night  ; 
Carelefs  how  prudence  on  the  foot  might 
frown, 
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te'cra  p’eafant  mifchkiTprang  to  view, 

It  once  o‘er  hediTe  and  ditch  away  he  flew  ; 
Nor  left  the  game  ‘till  he  had  run  it  do  wn* 

3ns  night  ©ur  hero,  rambfling  with  3 friend, 
N^ear  5ito‘d  St  GileVs  chanced  his  coiirfc  to 
bend  ; 

Juft  at  that  fpot  the  fcven  dials  light, 

Twas  filence  all  around,  and  clear  the  coafl, 
The  watch,  as  ufual,  d.oaflng  on  KIb  polb  ; 

^ And  fcarce  a lamp  dirpiay‘d  a Iwh.  kling  light. 

Around  this  place  there  iiv^d  the  numerous 
clans* 

|3f  honefl,  plodding, foreign  Artlzans  : 

! Known  at  that  time  by  name  of  Refugees, 
The  rod  of  perieciitlon  from  their  home, 
;^ompelJ‘d  the  in(7ffcnfl?e  race  'to  10am ; 

I And  here  they  lighted,  like  a fwaien  of  Bees, 

Well  I our  two  iTiends  were  faunt‘ring  thro  ‘ the 
ftreet, 

fn  hopes  fome  food  for  humor  foon  to  meet  $ 
j Wften  in  a window  near,  a light  they  view, 
And  tho‘  a dim  and  melanchcfy  ray, 

Jt  feem‘d  the  prologue  to  fome  nitrry  play  ; 

1 So  towards  the  gloomy  dome  our  hero  i'sw. 
Strait  at  the  door  he  gave  a thuud'ring  knock, 
[The  time  v/e  may  fiippoie  near  two  o ciock ;) 

l‘i!  afli  fays  King,  if  Thompfon  lodges 
i hered' 

“ Thomofon*^  cries  t*other/‘  who  the  devihs 
he/' 

I know  not''  King  replies,  ^‘but  want  to  fee 
What  kind  of  animal  v/iii  now  appeal/' 

A fter  fome  time  a little  Frenchman  came, 

One  hand  difplay^d  a ruih-light‘s  trembling 
flirne  ; 

The  other  held  a thing  they  call  Calotte,  ^ 
jAn  old  llrip'd  woolen  night-cap  grac'd  liia 
head. 
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A tatter'd  waifcoat  o‘er  one  (houlder  fpread  4 
Scarce  half  awake  he  heav'd  a yawning  note. 

Though  thus  untimely  rous'd,  he  courteous 
fmil  d, 

Aud  foon  addreff  d our  wag  in  accents  mild  5 
Bending  his  head  politely  to  his  knee, 

“Pray.  Sare,  vat  vant  you,  dat  you  come  fo 
late  ? 

beg  your  pardom  Sare,  to  make  you  vatc  ! 
“ Prav,  teii  lue,  Sare,  vat  your  commands 
vid  me  ? 

“ Sir,  reply 'd  King*  “ I merely  thought  to 
know, 

“ As  by  yourhoufe  I chanc'd  to-nii' bt  to  go ; 

“ But,  really,  I defturb‘d  your  fleep^  I fear—?, 
I fay,  1 thought  that  you  perhaps  could  tell, 
Among  the  fo'l?8  who  in  this  ftrrct  may  dwellji 
“ If  thcre^^  a Mr,  Thompfon  ioeges  here 

The  lhiv‘ring  Frenchman,  though  not  plcas^^ 
to  find. 

The  biifinefs  of  this  unimportant  kind  ; ( 

Too  fimpie  to  fnfpedt  ‘twat?  meant  in  jeer, 

Shrug  d out  a ftgh  that  thus  his  reft  fhould 
break,  * 

Tb.cn  wiu  unalter'd  courtefyjhe  fpake  ; 

“ No  Sare,  no  Monfieur  Tonfon  ‘ lodge* 
here.** 

Our  wag  begg'd  pardon,  and  towards  home  he 
fped, 

While^  the  poor  Frcnchman'crawl'd  again  to 
bed; 

But  King  refolv'd  not  thus  to  drop  the  jeft, 

So  the  next  night,  with  more  of  Whim  than 
grace, 

Again  he  made  a vifit  to  the  place  ; 

To  break  tOnce  more  the  poor  old  French4 
man's  re  ft. 

He  knock'd— -but  waited  longer  than  be'fo|*ej  1 


footftep  feem‘d  approaching  to  the  door^ 
Our  Frenchman  iay  in  fuch  a ficep  profound, 
[•Cing  with  the  knocker  thundered  then  again. 
Firm  on  his  poft  determined  to  remain  ; 

And  oft  indeed  he  made  the  door  refoiind* 

Kt  laft  King  hears  him  o‘er  the  pafiage  creep, 
Wond‘ring  what  fiend  again  difiurb^cl  his  fleepj 
/ The  wag  famtes  him  with  a civii  leer, 

Thus  drawling  out  to  heighten  the  furprife, 
'While  the  poor  Frenchman  rubb‘d  his  heavy 
eyes;) 

Is  there  a Mr.  Thotnpfoh  lodges  . 

The  Frenchman  faulter‘d,with  a kind  dt 
‘ Vy,  Sare,  Frh  furc  1 tell  you  Sare,  laft  m 
(And  here  he  labored  with  a figh  finccre) 

I*  No  Monficr  Tonfon  in  de  varld  I know, 

‘ No  Monfieur  Tonfon  here — I toll  you  fo; 

“ Indeed  Sare,  dere  no  Monfieur  Tjnfoa 
here.*' 


Some  more  excufes  tendered,  off  King  goes, 
And  the  old  Frenchman  fought  onec  more  rc« 
pofe ; 

The  rogue  next  night  purfu'd  his  odd  career^ 
Twas  long  indeed  before  the  man  came  nigh, 
And  then  he  uttered  in  a piteous  cry, 

‘ Sare,  ‘po^i  nay  ^oul  no  Monfieur  Tonfoiii 
here.*' 

3uf  fportive  wight  his  ufual  vifit  paid, 

Ind  the  next  night  came  forth  a prattling  ftiaid, 
Whofe  tongue,  indeed  than  any  jack  went 
fatter— 

Vnxlous  (he  ftrove  his  errand  to  enquire  : 

He  faid  “ <was  vain  her  pretty  tongue  to  tire, 
‘ He  fiiould  not  ftir  ‘till  he  had  feen  her 
mifter.'^ 

"he  damfel  then  began  in  doleful  ftate; 

^he  Ff’enthman's  broken  flumber  to  relate^ 
iM  be^‘d  ke‘d  call  at  proper  time  of  f^ay  z 
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Kine  t-olcl  Yu  r fnc  muH  felcli  her  niader  dowi 
A chaife  was  ready,  i e was  leaving  town,  | 
But  firft  had  much  efdeep  concern  to  fay. ■ 

Thusurg‘d,  {he  went  the  fnoring  man  tocali, 
And  long  iL.deed  was  fiie  oblig'd  to  ball ; 

Ere  iht  could  roufe  the  torpid  lump  of  clayj 
M laft  he  wakes,  he  lifes,  and  he  fwears, 

But  Icavcely  ha  i he  tottered  dowm  the  flairs, 
When  King  attacked  him  in  the  ufual  way. 

The  Trench  man  now  perceived  't  was  all  in  ve' 
i athis--t/jrmentor  mildly  to  complain, 

And  O rait  in  race  began  bis  crefl  to  rear — 
‘•'Save  vat  the  devil  make  you  treat  me  fo  ? 

“ Bare,  1 inform  you,  bare,  tree  nights  ago, 
‘•Cottkm,i  fwear  no  Monf.  Tonfon  here. 

. True  ?v^  the  night. King  went,  and  heard  a ftril 
Bet.>ee.%  the  havrats-d  Frenchrrian  and  his  wif 
Wtidi  ihouid  dcfccnd  to  chale  the  fiend 
way, 

At  length  to  join  ihcir  forces  they  agree, 

And  ftrait  impetnoiifly  they  turn  the  key, 
PreparM  wUh  mutual  fury  for  the  fray  • j 
Our  hero,  with  the  firmnefs  of  a rock, 
Coikdicd  to  receive  the  mighty  fhock, 
Uttering  the  o’d  enquiry,  calmly  flood  ! 
The  name  of  Thompfon  raised  the  ftorm 
high,  ' 

He  deem‘d  it  then  the  fafeft  plan  to  fly, 

With — well,  l‘ilcall  when  youme  in  gei 
lei  mood.” 


In  fhort  our  hero,  wdth  the  fame  intent, 

Full  many  a night  to  plague  the  Frenchm 
went; 

So  fond  of  mifehief  was  this  wicked  wit : 
They  t brew  out  water,  for  the  watch  they  c£ 
But  King  txpeaed,  (till  efcape  them  all, 
Moufieur  at  lafi  was  forced  his  ho.«fe  to  qu 
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It  bappen^u  that  our  wag  about  this  time> 

On  (ome  fair  profpeift  fought  the  Eaftern  dimes 
5ix  ling  ring  years  were  there  his  tedious  lot^ 
At  length  content,  amid  his  rip'ning  ftorc^ 

He  treads  again  on  Britain's  happy  fliore, 

And  his  long  abfcnce  is  at  once  forgoU 

To  London,  with  impatient  hope  he  flies# 

4nd  the  fame  night,  as  former  freaks  arife, 

I He  fain  muil  ftroll  the  well-known  haunt  to 
trace, 

ih  ! here‘s  thefccnce  of  frequent  mirth, he 
faid  : 

My  poor  old  Frenchman,  I fuppofe  is  dead  $ 
“ Egad  ! I'll  knock,  and  fee  who  holds  his 
place.*' 

“IWith  rapid  ftrokcshe  makes  the  manfion  roar 
while  be  eager  eyes  the  op'ning  door, 

Lo ! who  obeys  the  knocker*  s rattling  peal ! 
Why  e cn  our  little  Frenchman,  ftrange  t©  fay, 
He  took  his  old  abode  that  very  day  i 
Capricious ‘turn  of  fportive  fortune's  wheel  I 
Without  one  thought  of  the  relentlefs  foe, 
Who,  fiend  like,  haunted  him  fo  long  ago ; 

Juft  in  his  former  trim  he  now  appears  ; 

Tiic  waiftcoat  and  the  night-cap  feem'd  the 
fame, 

With  rufti-light  as  before  he  creeping  came, 
And  King‘s  detefted  voice  aftonifti*d  hears/ 
OlAs  if  fome  hideous  fpedre  ftruck  his  fight, 

His  fenfesfeem'd  bewilder'd  with  affright  $ 

His  face,  indeed,  befpoke  a heart  full  fore, 
jj.|Then  flaring,  he  tXclami'd,in  rueful  ftrain, 
Begar  1 here  sMonf.  Tonfon  come  again 
Away  he  ran— <was  heard  ofmore^^ 
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SONG  exxxix. 

WH  .^T  fadiieis  reigns  over  thefc  pi  aln 
How  droops  the  fwcet  flowers  around  ^ 
How  peniive  each  Nymph  and  each  Swaioj 
How  Joykfs  each  mufical  found. 

No  more  the  foft  flute  in  the  bower,: 

Beguile  the  cold  evening  away 

Sad  flghs  meafurcsout  each  long  hour. 

Since  my  Damond  has  wondred  away. 

Ah  ! he  was  our  Villages  pride. 

But  now  from  our  pre fence  he's  flewn, 

T'was  he  that  our  mufic  fuppli'd, 

When  fo  merrily  we  danc'd  o'er  the  gree»i> 

At  ihearingsy  at  wakes  and  at  farces, 

How  Jovial  and  merry  were  we  ; 

But  now  every  fcaft  in  the  year^ 

Is  as  Joylef&  as^  Joyiefs  can  be. 

Ah  now  to  America  he *8^  gone, 

And  quit  all  tbofc  innocent  plains 
Where  nothing  but  (Toughtfr  and  blood 
Gan  be  the  reward  of  iiis  pains. 

May  thofethat  betray'd  him  tj  go, 

1 wifti  they  may  fall  for  the  fame 
They  made  him  a foidier  you  know,. 

And  for  this  f am  rob'd  of  my  fwaiuo 
Gh  : why  did  he  wander  from  homcs 
To  mix  among  hofliic  alarms— » 

No  obzig  d him  to  go. 

Or  take  »p  theic  terrib  e arms. 

May  thofe  that  arc  cruel  and  rough, 

T‘iat's  regard' els  of  life  and  of  limbpv 
Our  King,  has  got  Soldiers  enough, 

And  needs  none  fo  genteel  as  him. 

Where  e’er  my  adventurer  goes. 

By  land  or*  the  dangerous  main,  , 

Ibad  heavens  prote  A him  from  harm 
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Atid  fend  him  to  Celia  again, 

Oh  ! fend  him  to  Celia  once  more 
My  true  love  in  peace  do  reft  ore  • 

J’d  ceafe  on  his  breaft  to  compiain. 

From  my  arms  he  ihould  wandu*  no  moreo 

Kind  heavens  fend  peace  to  this  land, 

And  peace  to  America  reftore, 

May  Great  Britain  Join  heart  in  hand, 

And  then  we  ftiould  iangiiilh  no  more, 

Then  hufbands  would  come  to  tneir  wiveip 
And  chiidicn  to  their  Fart  nt«  again, 

It  would  fave  many  t!  oufands  of  lives, 

And  1 fhould  enjoy  my  young  Swain. 

SONGCXL. 

Ye  Sons  of  Columbia  who  Defpots  Dildain, 
The  Rights  of  our  Country  wc'il  ever 
maintain. 

From  Foreign  Dominion  we *11  ever  be  free, 
While  the  fea  rolls  its  waves  or  the  earth 
bears  a tree. 

Far  the  angel  of  peace  deaende  d and  fwarcy 
Our  Freedom  Jhauld  Jiauri/b  ttU  time  he  no 
more . 

When  the  clangor  of  Trumpet  is  .heard  from 
afar,  ‘ 

And  the  fignal  is  given  to  engage  in  war, 

Weei  repair  to  the  field,  and  bravely  oppofe 
Ail  hoftik  commotions,  and  conquer  our  foes. 

And  a njoke  as  of  thunder  Jhall  Jlj  to  eaeb 
Jhorcy 

That  Freedom  Jhall  Flour ijh  till  time  he  no 
more.  * , 

Nofword  drawn  againft;  U3  lhall  cvcrbf»  bkft 
Nor  traitor  nor  tyrant  among  us  fh all  reft;, 
^otdi  them,  ye  brave,  go  tell  them  from  me  ; 


We  fpurn  at  all  bondage  and  dare  to  be  free* 

For  the  angei^ 

Should  Columbian  heroes  their  power  difplay* 
The  earth  ftiould  fubmit  and  the  Ocean  obey,  ; 
Ail  nations  would  bow  to  our  alters  and  fwcar  j 
That  Columbians  valor  is  prefent  in  war.  | 

That  the  Angela  (sfc. 

Let  Frenchmen  beware  who  arc  plotting  ouri 
ruin, 

The;  fword  of  deftrudion  lhall  boldly  perfue 
them, 

Shall  fearcb  them  all  out  wherever  they  be 
And  evince  to  the  world  that  Americans  free. 
That  the  Angela  , 

Let  love  of  our  Cuntry  unite  in  the  Caiife 
Of  freedom  and  Juftice  with  revrence  foi 
la  ^9^  I 

On  the  Pinions  of  Peace  did  Wafhington  anfe 
To  fame  and  renown  in  the  Realms  of  the 
Ikyes. 

Where  the  Angel,  fcf c,  i 

SONG  CXLT.  I 

YOU  alk  why  I thus  droop  my  head,  | 

Why  penfive  and  fad  f deplore  I 
All  joy  from  poor  Anna  is  fled, 

My  William,  alas  ! is  no  more  : 

Thefe  eyes  dim  and  mournful  appear, 

Which  from  his  all  their  luftre  did  borrow  I 
I muft  paufe  o‘ermy  talc— drop  a tear,  | 
For,  alas ! ^tis  a ftory  of  forrow.  | 

I flood  on  the  beach,  while  in  view 
The  bark  tofs'd  that  brought  him  from  far 
The  rain  beat,  the  wind  fiercely  blew,  j 

The  elements  feem‘d  all  at  war  : 

On  a rock  (the  dire  thought  bids  me  weep) 

His  fliip  lpiit-«*no  aid  could  they  borrow  | ! 
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He  iimnerg'd  in  the  watery  deep, 

Full>  alas  I is  my  ftory  ol  for  row, 

Diftra<aed  i but  prayers  could  Igivc, 

As  he  dalh  d the  big  billows  alide, 

Hope  faintly  breath'd  forth,  be  d fiirvive.** 
But,  fatigued,  he  funk  brcathlcfs— -and  dy 'd  ,• 
Depriv  d of  my  love  1 t:o  uplain, 

I his  bride  Ihould  have  been  on  the  morroWf 
But  Idl  plunge  in  the  unfated  main. 

And  cure  a heart  burning  with  forrosr. 

SONG  CXLH. 

The  women  all  tell  me  Tm  falfe  to  my 
lafs ; 

That  I quit  my  poor  Chloe;  and  ft  ck  to  my 
glafs  ; 

But  to  you  man  ofreafon,  my  reafons  rUow  i ; 
And  if  you  don’t  like  them,  why  let  t em  a- 
lone. 

Although  I h!ive  left  her  the  truth  I'U  declare, 
i believe  (he  was  good,  and  I’m  fure  Ihe 

fair  ; [1  ke, 

But  fuch  goodnefs  and  charms  in  a b»imper 
That  makes  it  as  good  and  as  charming  as  Uic^ 

My  Chloe  had  dimples  and  fmi  es  1 mull  own  ; 
But  though  fhe  couid  fmile  yet  in  tru^h  Ihe 
could  frown  : 

But  tell  me,  ye  lovers  of  liquors  divine 
Did  you  e'erke  a frown  in  a bumper  of  wine  ? 

Her  Hllies  and  rofes  were  juft  in  their  prime; 
Yet  liilies  and  rofes  are  cmiquer’d  by  time  ; 
Butin  wine  from  its  age  fuch  a buiefit 
That  r like  it  the  better  the  older  it  grow. 

They  tell  rriC  my  love  would  in  time  have  been 
c.oy’d, 

And  that  beauty^sinfip  id  when  once  "tis  cn 
joy'd  ; 
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But  in  wine,  I both  time  and  enjoyment  defy, 
For  the  longer  I drink  the  more  thirfty  am  K 

Let  murders,  and  battles,  and  hiftory  prove. 

The  mifchiefs  that  wait  upon  rivals  in  love; 

But  in  drinking,  thank  Heav'n,  no  rival  con- 
tends ; 

For  the  more  we  love  liquor,  the  more  we  are 
friends. 

She  too  might  hare  poifonM  the  joys  of  my  life. 
With  nurfes,  and  babies,  and  fqualiing,  and 
ftrife  ; 

But  my  wine  neither  nurfes  nor  babies  can 
bring, 

An  1 a big  bdiy’d  bottle's  a mighty  good  thing. 
We  (horten  our  days  when  with  love  we  en- 
gage ; 

It  brings  on  difeafes,  and  haftens  old  age  : 

But  wine  from  grim  death  can  its  votaries 
fave, 

And  keep  out  t'other  leg  when  tlicre's  one  in 
the  grave. 

Perhaps,  like  her  fex  ever  falfe  to  their  word, 
She  had  left  me— to  get  an  eftate  or  a lord  ; 

But  my  bumper,  regarding  nor  titles  nor  pelf. 
Will  ftand  by  me  when  1 can't  Hand  by  myfclf 

Then  let  my  dear  Chloe  no  longer  complain. 
She’s  ri  J of  her  lover  and  1 of  my  pain  ; 

For  in  wine,  mighty  wine,  many  comforts  I 

fpy— 

Should  you  doubt  what  I fay,  take  a bumper 
and  try. 

SONG  CXLTir. 

I’LL  tell  you  of  a folditr,  who  lately  came 
from  w ar, 

Who  courted  a lady  of  honor,  rich  and  fair  ; 
fl^r  fortune  waefo  great,  that  itfcarcely  could 
be  toldj 
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But  yet,  file  lov’d  the  foldier,  becaufe  he  vvasfo* 
bold.  _ 

5a'e*^aidl,  my  deareft  jewel,  I would  feign  be 
your  wife. 

But  my  dadda  is  fo  cruel,  1 fear  he’ll  end  my 
life  ; 

iic  took  his  fword  and  piftols,  and  hung  them 
by  his  iidc. 

/ind  fwore  that  he  would  marry  her,  whatever 
mi^ht  betide. 

When  they  had  been  to  church,  and  returning 
home  again, 

Her  old  dadda  met  them,  with  feven  armed 
men  ; 

0 d ear.  fald  the  lady,  f fear  we  Ihall  be  flain, 

Fear  nothing,  my  charmer,  the  lolditr  faid  a* 
gain.  , 

The  old  man  to  his  daughter  with  a great  frown 
did  fay, 

Is  this  your  behavior  to  me  this  very  day. 

Since  you  have  been  to  fiily,  as  to  be  a foidlera 
wife, 

Here  in  this  loncfome  valley,  Hilend  your  plcaf- 
ant  life. 

And  then  fpake  up  the  foldier,  I do  not  like 
this  prattle, 

Alt  ho  1 am  Bridegroom,  and  unprepar’d  for 
battle  ; 

He  fnatch’d  his  fword  and  piftols,  and  made 
them  all  to  rattle, 

And  the  lady  held  the  horfe,  while  the  foldier 
‘ fought  the  battle. 

The  firft  man  he  came  to,  he  quickly  had  him 
fl.dn, 

The  next  man  he  came  to,  he  rain  him  thro  a** 
main  ; 

lets  flee,  cry’d  the  reft,  for  we  foon  fhall  all  be 

jQaiii, 
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To  figat  with  this  brave  foldier,  is  altogether  v 
vain.  I 

Pray,  ftay  your  hard,  the  old  man  cryM,  you  1 ! 

make  my  blood  run  cold,  . 

ril  give  you  with  my  daughter,  five  thoufand  I 
pounds  in  gold  ; l i 

Fight  on,  laid  the  lady,  my  portion  is  too  fmall,  , 
O,  fiay  your  hand,  dear  foldier,  and  you  lhall  | 
have  it  all  : , 

He  took  the  foldier  home,  and  acknowledg’d  1 
him  his  heir, 

Twas  not  becaufe  he  lov’d  him,  but  ’twai  for  i 
dread  and  fear ; 

There  never  is  a foldier,  who’s  fit  to  carry  a 
gun,  , 

Will  ever  flinch,  or  ftart  an  inch,  till  the  battle 
he  has  won. 

SONG  CXLIV. 

CHEER  up  your  hearts  young  men,  let  noth-  | 
ing  fright  you,  | 

Be  of  a gallant  mind,  let  that  delight  you  ; ! 

Let  not  your  courage  fail  till  after  trial, 

Nor  et  your  fancy  move  at  th'  firft  denial. 

) went  to  fee  my  love  only  to  woo  her  ' 

J went  to  gain  her  love,  not  to  undo  her;  i 
When  e’er  1 fpakc  a word  my  tongue  did  1 
quiver, 

1 could  not  fpeak  my  mind  while  I was  with 
her. 

Love  here^  a diamond  ring,  long  time  I’ve 
kept  it, 

Tis  for  your  fake  alone,  if  yoh’ll  accept  it ; \ 

When  you  tf e pofy  read  think  on  the  giver— 
Madam,  remember  me,  undone  forever. 

Brave  Wolf,  then  took  bis  leave  of  his  dear 
jewel, 
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Maft  fort^y  did  Ih  3 grieve,  laying  don't  be  cruel 5 
Said  he,  ’tis  For  a Ipace  that  1 mull  leave  you, 

Yet  love,  Wiiere’er  1 go,  Fliuot  forget  you. 

So  then  this  gallant  youth  did  crofs  the  ocean. 
To  free  America  from  her  invafiou  ; 

He  landed  at  Quebec  with  all  his  party, 

The  city  to  atuck,  both  brave  and  hearty. 

B ’aye  Wolfe  drew  up  hia  men  ia  form  moft 
p-etty, 

On  the  p ains  of  Abraham,  before  the  city  ; 
There  j all  before  the  to « a the  French  did 
meet  them, 

With  doubie  numbers  they  refolv’d  to  beat 
them. 

When  drawn  up  in  a line,  for  death  prepared, 
Waile  in  each  other's  face  their  armies  ftared  $ 
Sopleafantly  brave  Wolf  and  Montcalm  talked, 
ho  martially  between  their  armies  walked . 

Each  man  then  took  his  poll  at  his  retire, 

So  then  numerous  liofts  began  to  fire 
The  cannon  on  each  fide  did  roar  like  thunder. 
And  youths  in  all  their  pride  were  torn  afunder. 

drums  did  loudly  beat,  colors  were  flying, 
The  purple  gore  did  ilrcam  anlmen  lay  dy- 
ing— 

When  fliot  from  off  his  horfe  fell  this  brave 
hero, 

And  we  lament  hi*  ' lofs  in  weeds  of  forrow. 

The  French  began  to  break,  their  ranks  were 

flying, 

Brave  Wolfe  then  feem'd  to  wake  as  he  lay 
dying  ; 

He  lilted  up  his  head  while  guns  did  rattle, 

And  to  his  array  find,  how  goes  the  battle  ? 

His  aid-de  camp  replFd  'tie  in  out  favor, 
Quebec  with  all  her  pride,  we  foon  fliall  have 
her  ; 


She’ll  fall  into  our  hands,  with  all  her  treafure  J 
O then  repiy’d  brave  Wolfe,  I die  with  pka*  i 
fure.  i * 

' -TSaR  j 

He  clos’d  his  eyes  with  joy  on  human  glory,  , j 
And  left  thefe  earthly  toys  fo  tranlitory  ; j 

Brave  Wolfe  is  now  enroll’d  the  fir  ft  of  heroes,  i j 
And  joins  a hoft  of  thofc  who  feel  no  forrowa. 

SONG  CXLV.  I 

AS  down  in  cupid’s  garden, 

With  plcafure  1 did  walk, 

I met  two  pretty  lovers,  j 

In  private  they  did  talk  ; 

It  was  a bfifk  young  lady, 

And  a young  ’Prentice  boy,  | 

In  private  ; fee  was  telling  him. 

That  he  was  all  her  joy. 

Her  cheeks  were  like  the  rofes, 

Her  humor  was  io  tree. 

She  fays,  if  e’er  I marry  love, 

It  feail  be  unto  thee  ; 

He  fays,  dear  honor’d  lady, 
lam  apprentice  boy,  | 

How  can  1 ever  think  that  I 
A lady  feail  crjoy  f 

As  foon  as  her  dear  parents 
This  thing  did  underftand, 

They  had  this  young  man  banife’d 

In^o  a foreign  iand  ; j 

While  fee  lay  broken  hearted, 

Lamenting  fee  did  cry. 

It’s  for  my  charming  ’prentice  boy, 

A maid  I’ll  live  and  die.  i 

He  unto  a rich  merchant 
A waiting  man  became, 

And  by  his  good  behavior. 

He  got  him  a good  came  ; 
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Jie  foon  became  his  butier. 

Which  did  increate  his  famc^t 
And  by  his  faithfnl  fervicc,  he 
1 His  fteward  fooa  became. 

For  fortune,  in  the  lottery. 

His  money  he  put  do  >o, 
iAnd  thus  he  won  a noble  priee, 
Worth  twenty  thoufand  pound!  | 
And  then  with  gold  and  filver, 

His  cloihes  he  laid  indeed, 

To  England  he  returned  home 
1 To  his  true  love  with  fpecd  ^ 

He  offer’d  kind  embraces, 

: But  die  flew  from  his  arms. 

No  lords  nor  dukes  in  laces , 
i hhail  e’er  enjoy  my  charms  § 

I dodefpife  all  pow’rfui  gold* 
i And  riches  C defy. 

It’s  for  my  charming  'prentice 
A maid  1*11  live  and  die. 

He  fays,  dear  honor’d  lady, 

I have  been  in  your  arms, 

Here  is  the  ring  you  gave  me. 
When  doating  on  your  ebarma^ 
3fou  faid  if  e’er  you  married. 

Your  charms  I fhouM  enjoy. 
Your  parents  they  did  baniUi  me^ 

I am  the  ’prentice  boy, 

Wh^n  viewing  of  his  fe  aturcft. 

She  flew  into  his  arms, 

They  had  a happy  meeting. 
Killing  each  others  ebarmt, 

And  then  in  cupids  garden, 

The  road  to  church  they  found, 
[n  pure  and  lafting  fsjeafures,  they 
Ingoldcnchaius  were  bounds 
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I^HE  fun  fets  at  night,  and^  the  ftars  flma 
the  day, 

But  glory  remains,  when  the  light  fades  away, 
Begin  ye  tormentors  your  threats  are  in  vain, 
For  the  fon  of  Alnomook  fhali  never  compiain. 

Remember  Alnomook,  our  great  warrior  chief, 
When  your  nation  he  conquer’d,  he  Itiil.gavc  ^ 
relief, 

Undaunted  as  death  here,  I now  do  remain, 

For  the  fon  of  Alnomook  Ih all  never  complain. 

The  blood  of  my  father  in  battle  was  Ihcd  ; 

Five  chiefs  of  renown  by  his  arrows  lay  dead  ; ^ 
He  fell  by  the  fide  of  a dark  rolling  ftream,  j 
And  the  vallies  relbund  with  the  foog  of  his 
fame. 

Like  a tyger,  undaunted  he  rulh'd  to  the  war ; ] 
Like  the  ttmnd,  r he  (truck,  and  fpread  terror  I 
afar.  | 

As  the  pleafurea  of  love,  and  the  fpring  of  the 
year. 

So  pain,  to  the  rage  of  Alnomook,  is  dear.  | 

Howfweet  is  the  fleep  in  theuight  of  the  grave;  | 
How  dear  is  revenge  to  the  foul  of  the  brave  ; ; 
O^er  his  allies,  my felf,  for  Alnomook  I tore, 
And  fprinkled  the  Jiian tie  of  earth  with  nay  , ! 

gore.  ! 

Remember  the  arrows  he  ^ot  from  his  bow,  . 

Remember  your  chief,  by  his  hatchet,  laid 
low. 

Why  fo  Qpw,  do  you  wait  till  I (brink  from  my 
pain  ? 

Know  the  fon  of  Alnomook  fhall  never  com»» ; 

plain.  I 

Remember  the  wood,  where  in  ambulh  we " 


lay, 
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And  the  fcalpa  which  we  bore  from  your  na- 
tion away. 

Kow  the  flame  rifes  high,  you  exult  in  my  pain. 
But  the  ion  of  Ahiomook  ihall  never  complain. 

The  plea  fares  of  love  air  too  fle«?ting  to  laft  : 

Jn  a moment,  the  blifs  of  enjoyment  is  paft  ; 
The  pleaiures  of  fpring,  and  of  life,  fade  away, 
But  the  laurels  of  valor  wid  never  decay. 

My  pains  and  my  tortures  will  loon  have  an 
end  ; 

In  the  flame  of  the  Are,  foon  my  ghell  will 
afeend 

When  I come  to  the  land,  where  the  warriors 
have  gone, 

Alnomook  will  ihoutat  the  fight  of  his  fon. 

I go  to  the  land  wl.ere  my  father  is  gone  ; 

His  ghoft  will  rejoice,  in  the  ramc  of  Lis  fbn, 
Death  cofnts,  like  a friend/ to  relieve  me  from 

paiuj 

And  the  ion  of  Alnomook  does  fcoin  to  com- 
plain. 

With  great  Pontomoiique,  above  the  high 
clouds, 

On  yoiidergrecn  mountains,  Iball  be  my  abodcsj 
My  dog  ever  f iithfui,  and  bow'.  VW  retain, 

Ah  1 the  Ion  of  Ainornook  Ihall  never  complain. 
T foon  ihall  rejoice,  in  thofe  fields  of  delight, 
Referv’d  for  the  brave  now  opanding  to  fight. 
Sec  the  blood  ifTae  freely  from  every  vein. 
But  the  fon  of  Alnomook  ihall  never  complain. 

With  heroes  united.  Til  trayerfethe  woods,. 

Or  fly  in  the  air,  and  fufvey  all  the  floods  ; 

O iharpen  ycur  Ipears,  from  yout  rage  why  re- 
train ? 

Know  the  ion  of  Alnomook  Ihall  never  com- 
plain. 

Q 


258  ■ The  ECHO. 


On  a doud  lifted  high,  fee  ray  friends  all  lit 
(miles. 

Are  y/aiting  for  me,  at  the  end  of  my  to'is. 

Are  you  v/eari’d  with  torturing  f whisc  here  I 
remain, 

Know  the  fon  of  Alnomqok  will  never  com^^ain, 
Mr  body  confnmed  my  ftill  fnpport : 
While  my  fpirit  remains,  and  my  heart  is  un- 
hurt, 

Difdain  and  tfontempt  in  my  breaft  fhali  cemaint 
For  thy  fon,  O Alnomook  (hall  never  complain* 
I come,  O my  father ! I come,  now  to  be. 

By  heroes,  carefs^d,  and  applauded  by  thee ; 
My  eyes  now  1 dole,  for  no  ftrength  does  r# 
main, 

Bfit  the  fon  of  Alnomook  ftill  fcorns  to  com-^ 
plain, 

SONG  XLVir. 

1'AM  a bri(k  young  lively  lafs, 

A little  more  than  twenty, 

And  by  my  comely  air  and  drefg, 

I can  have  fweethearts  plenty  : 

But  X’llbc  ware  of  wedlock’s  fn  a rej 
Thrughdy'ng  fwains  adore  me  ; 

Xhe  men  I’ll  tea2c  myfelf  to  pleafe^ 

My  mother  did  fo  before  me. 

In  rich  brocades,  and  diamonds  bright. 

Like  gaytft  fprings  delighting, 

My  parts  and  homor  fhall  unite 
To  make  me  more  inviting  ^ 

For  I’ll  advance  and  learn  to  dance, 

To  plcale  fhall  be  my  glory ; 

I’ll  learn  to  trace,  each  ftep  with  grace. 

My  mother  did  fo  before  m«. 

I’ll  drefa  as  fine  as  fine  can  be, 

My  pride  (ball  be  my  pleafkf  e ; 
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though  the  iieighborg  envy  me, 

To  hi’nd  thsm  Tve  uo  ieifure^ 

Fil  take  dcl-ght,  both  day  andnigh|^ 

To  be  talk’d  of  in/ftory  ; 
pll  have  it  iaid,  There  fhiiies  a maid^;, 

My  iTiOtt  er  did  foTit'ore  m<e» 

To  park  and  play  Fii  often  gO| 

To  fptnd  akifure  hour  ; 

J’n  wa  k and  talk  with  every  beau, 

And  make  him  feel  my  power, 

But  if  a dart  fnould  pierce  my  heart, 

From  one  that  does  adore  "me, 

Fh  wed  aiidkif?,  what  harm  in  this^ 

My  mother  did  fo  before  me. 

Then  will  I manage  when  i w.^d. 

My  hufband  to  perkdion ; 

For,  as  good  wives  have  often  laid, 

“ Keep  hufbands  in  fubjedtion.*’' 

No  fnat  ling  fool  fhall  o\r  me  rule, 

Nor  ekr  ecliple  my  glory  ; 

Fii  let  him  ke  i^l;  rniitrefs  be, 

My  mother  did  fo  before  me* 

SONG  CXLVnX* 

1 Sail'd  from  theD'^wns  in  the  Nancy, 
M)  jib,  how  fixe  fmack'd  through  the 
breeze, 

Slie'sa  vtir  I qirte  rigp»d  to  my  fancy, 

As  ever  fail’d  on  the  fait  fcas  ; 

Then  adieu  to  the  white  ciilfs  of  Britain, 
Our  girls  and  our  dear  native  there  ; 
Forif  fome  hard  rock  we  fiiould  fp.it  0% 
We  ne'r  Ihould  fee  them  any  more. 

But  tailors  are  horn  for  all  ^eafhers^ 

Great  guns  let  it  hlociv  high  hlo^iv  lo^Wf 
Qur  duty  keeps  us  to  our  tether s^ 

^nel  wb^re  the  gale  drh  es  ave  mujl  go,. 
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When  w£  entered  the  gut  ofGibraltsr, 

1 veriiy  thou^^ht  thc’tJ  have  fvmk, 
far  the  wina  io  began  to  aiter  ; 

She  yaui^d  Ju(t  as  tho'  flie  was  drunk  : 
Tne  fquail  toie  the  rn  uafaii  to  fhivers, 
Meim-a-weaUier,  the  hoarfe  baatfivain 
cries  ; 

Set  the  fore-taii  athwart,  feel  flie  quivers, 
And  thro'  the  rough  tcrnpeit  Jbt  flies. 
But  Sailors^ 


X 


The  ftorm  came  on  thicker  an  J fafler,  i 

As  black  then  as  pitch  was  the  fey ; 

But  then  what  a dread; iil  dififler  j 

Befel  three  poor  feamen  and  i ; 

Ben  Buntien,  Sam  Shroud,  and  Dick  Hand*^ 
fail, 

By  a gate  that  came  furious  and  hard  ; I 
And  as 've  were  furiingthe  mainfail,  ! 

We  were  ev’ry  fou;  (wept  from  the  yard.  ) ’ 
But  Jailor |l 


Poor  Ben,  Sim,  and  Dick,  cried  peccavw  ■ 
Wiien  I at  toe  rife  of  my  neck. 

While  in  pe^ce  they  funk  down  to  old  Davy, 
Caught  a rope,  and  fo  landed  on  deck. 

Wed,  what  would  you  have,  we  were  ftrand*  ■ 
ed. 

And  out  of  a fine  jolly  crew, 

Of  three  hundred  that  fail'd,  never  landed, 

But  I,  and  I think,  twenty *two. 
ButfailorsyltJc» 

Atlaft  then  at  fea  having  mifea tried,  ! 

Anot:  ergUwfs  way  fet  the  «?pind  ; 1 

To  England  I came  and  got  married,  ! 

To  a lafs  that  was  come-y  and  kind  : ^ ’ 

But  whethe<r  for  joy  or  vexation, 

Wc  know  not  for  what  we  were  bora 


'4  : 

JJ. 
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lil 

P<?rbap3  wcraay  find  a kind  ftatioo^ 

Perhaps  wt  may  touch  a Cape  Horn« 

£ui  Jailor 

SONG  CXLTX. 

HOVV  pV:tet  a fai  or’s  hfe  paffts, 

Who  roams  o\  rthe  wat’ry  maia ! 

No  treafure  he  ever  amaffes, 

But  cheerfully  fpends  ad  hie  gain. 

Wehe  Itrangers  to  party  and  fa^bion^ 

To  honor  and  honefty  true, 

And  would  not  commit  a bafe  adtion^ 

For  power  or  profit  in  view. 

Then  fwhyjljonid  quarrel  fir  rtchei^ 

Or  any  juch  glittcnng  toys  ? 

A light  heart  and  a thin  fair  of  hresebes^ 

Goes  through  the  fworld  bra%e  boysi 

The  world  is  a beautiful  c-arden, 

Enrich'd  with  the  biefFiiig  of  life. 

The  toiler  with  plenty  rewarding, 

Which  plenty  too  often  breeds 
When  terrible  tempefis  affaii  us, 

And  movintainpus  billows  affiight, 

Ko  grandeur  or  wealth  can  avail  us. 

But  fkilful  indufiry  fteers  right. 

Then 

The  courtier's  more  fubje<5f  to  dangers. 

Who  rules  at  the  helm  of  the  fiate. 

ThsH  wc,  that  to  politics  ftrangers, 

Efc^pe  the  fnares  laid  for  the  great. 

The  various  blcfTings  of  nature 
in  various  nations  we  try  ; 

No  mortals  than  us  can  he  greater^^ 

Who  merrily  live  till  we  die*. 

Then  lAthjy 


a 
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Bold  jack,  the  fairer,  here  I come, 
Pray  ho^/  do  you  iike  ttij  nib 
M/  trowfers  wide  my  tram  pier  on. 

My  nab  and  flowing  jib, 

I faidd  the  feas  from  end  to  end, 

And  led  a joyous  life, 

At  every  mefb  vve  And  a friend. 

At  every  port  a wife. 

I have  heard  them  talk  of  conflancy, 
Of'griefand  luch  like  fun 
I have  conftant  been  to  ten  cryM  I ; 

But  never  griev’d  for  one. 

Tne  fio;ying  fails  we  tars  unbend, 

To  lead  a roving  life, 

At  every  naefs  we  find  a friend , 

• At  every  port  a wife. 

IVe  a fpank’ng  wife  at  Portfmouth  gat^s;, 
A pigmy  at  Gore?- 
An  orange  tawny  up  the  Hraits, 

A blactc  at  bt.  Lucic. 

Tiiua  whatflicver  conrfe  we  bend, 

We  lead  a jovial  life, 

At  every  mels  we  fiivi  a friend 
At  every  port  a wife . 

.Will  Gaff  by  death  was  ta’en  aback, 

I come  to  bring  theltews, 

Poll  whimper’d  fore  but  wrhat  objtft, 

} flood  in  William's  fhoes. 

She  got  h'gh  chefl  and  at  the  end. 

She  loves  me  as  her  life, 

And  fhe  has  an  hone  ft  friend, 

ArU  i a loving  wife. 

Come"  afl  ye  faiiors  that  do  go, 

The  unfortunate  feas  te  fiib, 
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You  mud  work,  !ove  :u  d fi  jlit  your  foe$ 

And  drink  your  generous  bub. 

Storms  that  our  mad  in  fplinters  tear» 

Can  lake  011^ joyers  )ii€  ^ 

In  every  want  we  find  a friend, 

Ani  ev*^ry  port  a wife. 

SONG  CLL 

HERE'S  to  the  maie’en  of  baH-ful  fifteen, 
Likewife  to  the  widow  of  fifty  : 

Here’s  to  the  bold  and  extravagant  quean, 

Aed  here’s  to  the  houfewife  that’s  thrifty. 

Eft  the  toad  pafs, 

Drink  to  the  lafs, 

I'^U  warrant  Ihe’ll  prove  an  excufe  for  the  glafg, 
HereN  tothe  maiden  whofc  dimples  we  priz5> 
And  likewife  to  her  that  has  none,  Sir  : 

Here’s  to  the  maid  with  a pair  of  blue  eyes, 

And  here  is  to  her  that’s  but  one,  Sir, 
the  tcafi:  pafs,  &c.  ' 

Here’s  to  the  maid  with  a bofom  of  fnow, 

And  to  her  that's  as  brown  as  a berry  ; 

And  here’s  to  the  vrifewitha  facefuil  of  woe. 
And  here’s  to  the  girl  that  is  merry. 

Let  the  toaft  pafs,  &c. 

Let  her  be  clumfy , or  let  her  be  Aim, 

Young,  or  ancient,  I care  not  a feather  : 

So  fill  the  pint  bu  mper  quite  up  to  the  brim, 
And  e’tn  let  us  tcaft  them  tog|ther 
Let  the  toaft  pafs,  " 

Drink  to  the  lafs, 

1 warrant  fhe’il  prove  an  excufc  for  the  glais* 
SONG.  CLH. 

TTTHEN  lafl:  honefi:  Jack,  of  whofe  fate  I now 

VV  wmite, 

. Weighed  anchor;  and  caft out  for  fea  j 
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For  lie  never  rcfufed  for  his  country  to  fight, 
When  call'd  oq  no  lubber  was  he. 

To  hand  reef,  and  fteer.j  and  boufe  every  thing 
tight, 

Full  well  did  he  know  ey’ry  inch ; 

Tho'  the  top-lifts  of  failors  the  tempeft  (hould 
fmite 

Jack  never  was  known  for  tofilnek 
Tho*  the  top-lifts,  6cc. 

A loft  from  the  mad-head  one  day  he  efpyM 
Seven  fail,  which  appear’d  to  his  view  ; 

Clear  the  decks,  fpunge  the  was  i-aftahlly 
cri^d, 

And  each  to  his  ftation  then  flew  ; 

And  fought  until  many  a noble  was  Bain, 

And  filenc'd  was  every  gun  ; 

Twas  then  all  the  tar  s value  was  vain. 

For  by  numbers,  alas  ! they*re  undone, 

Yet  think  not  bold  Jack,  tho‘  by  conqueft  dif- 
niay‘d. 

Could  tamely  fubmit  to  his  fate ; 

W^hen  his  contry  he  found  he  no  longer  could 
ferve 

Looking  round,  he  addrefs‘d  thus  each  matej 
What‘s  life,  d‘e  fee  when  our  liberty's  gpne, 
Much  nobler  it  were  for  to  die— 

So  now  for  old  Davy — ;then  plung'd  in  the 
Main— 

£ en  the  cherub  above  heav'd  adlgh, 

S O ^ G CLIil. 

AS  through  the  green  meadow  one  morning 
1 pafs  d. 

There  1 beheld  a moft  beautiful  lafs ; 

Her  age,  1 am  fuie,  it  was  fcarcely  fixteen, 

And  fhe  on  her  lead  wore  a garland  of  green, 
|icr  cheeks  were  like  rubies,  and  as  for  her  eyes, 
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'They  fparlded  Uke 'diamonds,  like  Harfi  in  the 
ikies,  ' 

as  for  her  rv^oice.  it  was  charming  and 
clear, 

And  file  fang  a fong  for  the  lofs  of ‘her  dear. 

Why  does  my  ^ove  Billy  cTove  falfe  and  unkind? 
And  why  is  he  wavering  like  to  the  wind  i 
To  one  who  ia  conftant  in  cv’ry  degree, 

0 why  doe»  he  chang  e to  another  from  me  i 
And  why  is  he  pleafed  to  torture  me  fo  ? 

To  be  To  delighted  with  my  overthrow, 

Since  ^ufan  is  conftant  and  true  to  her  truft^ 
I'm  forry  that  lylly  fl^oiild  be  fo  unjulll 

Many  fine  hours  have  vve  pafsM  away, 

In  green  fields  and  meaddw:s  where  he  us’d 
make  hay  ; 

He  often  times  ligh^d,  as  be  lay  cn  my  breafi:^ 
And  faid  that,  without  me  be  could  not  have 
reft; 

And  when  he  return'd  from  his  harrow  an^ 
p ough 

1 eafed  ht^  labor,  bv  milking  his  cow, 

And  then  in  fweet  ki fifes  I fat  on  ic  knee, 

And  none  in  this  world  were  fo  happy  as  we* 

llutnow  I’tn  forfaken  for  Nancy  the  fair, 

He  tells  her  his  trouble,  bis  forrow,  his  care, 
^Tis  her  now  he  k fif  s,  as  file  fits  on  hie  knee. 
Ann  tells  hei  the  fire  tales  he  once  told  tc  me  c 
But  it  (he  beiievfc  him.  that  fade  hearted  Iw'ain^ 
He  d leave  her  in  forrow  fike  me  to  comp  ain. 
There  s nothing  that's  certain  ir  Billy  fay^  Sue, 
The  man  who's  been*  cnce  faU'e,  v.iii  nev^ 
prove  true. 

She  finifii  d her  fong^  and  rofe  up  to  be  fcre  i 
When  over  meadow,  came  joilyyotinj, J ha 
vowd  that  he  !ov  d her  as  dearly  as  lite, 

, Aad  vvifh  d he  was  worthy  lo  make  her  kit 
wi&i 
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She  ftraightcvay  coril'ented,then  to  the  Gliurc^ 
went', 

Young  Billyhs  forgotten,  and  Sufan  coraent, 
^oft  men  are  like  Billy,  moft  women  lik  i Sue^ 
if  young  men  prove  taife,  why  ihouid  WQrnei;; 
prove  true. 

SONG  CL  IV. 

A TERM  fu  I as  long  as  the  Irege  of  old  Troy 
To  win  a iwt  et  girl  i rny  time  did  employ^ 
Oft  urg'd  her  the  day  for  cur  marriagt  to  fet. 
As  often  (he  anfwci'd, 'Tis  time  enough  yet. 

1 told  her  at  laft,  thaf:  her  pnjflions  were  wrong  5 
And  more,  that  1 fcorn'd  to  be  toot'd  with  1q 
long. 

She  bur  ft  out  a-Uughing  at  feting  me  fret, 
And,  humming  a tune,  cry'd  'Tis  time  enough 
yet. 

Pcterniin'd  by  her  to  be  laugh'd  at  no  more, 
i flew  from  her  prtfence  and  bounc'd  out  of 
do  ^r  ; 

Befolv’d  of  her  ufage  the  better  to  get, 

Or  on  her  my  eyes  again  never  to  fet. 

T©  me,  the  next  morning,  her  maid  came  iii 
hafte, 

And  earnefUy  bcggM  I'd  fotrget  what  was  paft; 
Declar’d  her  young  lady  did  nothing  but  fet  : 
i told  her,  I'd  think  on 't—-T was  time  enough 

yet. 

She  next,  in  a letter  af  long  as  my  arm, 

Declar  d from  her  foul  Ihe  inteno^d  no  haim, 
And  beg‘d  I the  jiay  for  our  marriage  woUid 

fet  :-r- 

I wrote  her  for  anfwcr— Tis  time  enough  yet. 
But'that  waE  fcarce  pone.  whxn  s m'c^inrgel  fti$ 
To  Piew,  in  my  heart  began  to  relent. 


I d I iwight  fee  her  :~together  we  met— 
We  kU‘s  d and  were  friends  again  ; — fo  arc  we 
yet. 
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Tlinks  1 to  mykif>  I karce  know  what  it 
means, 

But  i think  i Ought  hot  to  fay  yes  ; 

To  be  fure  it  was  fine 
When  they  call’d  me  divine, 

Tho*  I^ve  fimpct‘‘d  and  cry'd  let  me  gp> 

O dear,  fir,  Oia  I 
' HI  acquaint  my  mamfna, 

I f that  you  keep  teaming  and  rqucAing  me  fo* 

Improving  in  Ikillas  advancing  in  years, 

Each  kffon  of  love  got  by  heart,' 

More  eager  my  hopes  more  decided  my  fears. 
Pure  nature  fought  refuge  in  art— 

At  each  twain  that  drew  nigh, 

I looked  under  my  eye, 

And  loitered  pretending  to  go  $ 

If  preft  to  fit  down, 

I exclaimed  with  a frown, 

How  dare  you  keep  teaming  and  fqueezing  m€ 
fa. 

Coquetting^s  now  okr,  and  fettled  for  life, 

Each  feeling  is  fairly  confefs‘d, 

Atrach'd  to  the  duties  of  parent  and  wife, 

‘Tis  nature  fiill  reigns  in  the  breaft  ; 

To  my  heart‘8  bolom  fiijsnd, 

I no  cooincfs  pretend , 

JNor  from  him  feem  anxious  to"  go  : 

Nor  ever  complain. 

WithafFcded  difdain. 

But  doubt  whether  fqueezing  be  teazing  or  na* 


The  E C H a 


S O N G CLVL 

TO  eile  his  hcartr  and  own  his 

Youn^  Jocky  to  my  cottage  cam^ 
And  tho‘  [ lik'd  him  palling  wed, 
i cardefa  turn'd  my  fpinwing  wheel- 
My  milk  white  hand  he  did  extol. 

And  prais'd  my  hagers  long  and  fmall  5 
UnuTHil  joy'  my  heart  did  fed, 

But  ft  ill  i turn  d my  fpiiinmg  wheel. 

With  gentle  voice  I bid  him  rife, 

He  blefd'-d  my  neck,  my  lips,  and  eyes  3^ 
Myfondnefs  f could  fcarce  conceal, 
hut  yet  my  fpinning  wheel. 

‘Till  bolder  grown,  fo  dofe  he  prefs^dj, 
-His  wanton  thoughts  I quickly  guefi‘d  ; 
Then  pufh‘d  bfimfiooi  my  rock  and  redj 
And  angry  turned  my  fpinning'wheeh 
At  laft  when  I began  to  chide, 

He  fwore  he  meant  me  for  hia  bride  5 
*1  was  then  my  love  1 did  reveal, 

And  flung  »way  myfgumiag  whu;e!. 
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CONTAINING  A VARIETY  OT 


MASONIC  SONGS. 


S O N G I, 

Not  the  fi(5iioTi8  of  Greece,  nor  the  dreams 
of  old  Rome. 

Shad  with  vifions  miOcad,  or  with  meteors* 
conlume  ; 

IVo  Pegafus^  wings  my  fh  '^rt  foarings  mifgmdei 
Nor  raptures  detain  me  on  Heiic  n fide, 

Ail  douasnow  dilTj.vc^  fiom  the  Eail  beams 
the  day — 

Truth  rHesin  g^ory  and  wakf  ns  thc  by. 

The  Eagle  eyM'  Muft-— lees  the  light— fills  ttre 
grove 

With  tke  fong  of  Free  Mafons,  of  Friend  {hip 
and  Love  I 

InfpirM  with  the  theme,  the  Divinity  flies  ; 

And  thron'd  on  a r^in-bow— i^efore  her  arife, 
Peji  Prefeni  and  Fuiur  — with  fpkndid  arraf, 
in  mafonic  iucctflion  their  treafures  dilplay. 
She  viewsmurder'd  Merit  by  rufiian  hand  falL 
And  the  grave  give  iiboead  up>at  fdiowihip'is 
call! 

Whik  the  Cia^t,  by  their  badges,  their  inno* 
cence  prove  ; 

And  the  f mg  of  Free  Mafons  is  Fricndfhip  and 
love  ! 

From  thofe  ages  remote,  fee  the  Mufc  fpeed^ 
her  away* 

P « 
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To  join  in  the  glories,  the  Pre/ent  difplayj 
In  freedom  and  Frieadlhy;),  flic  fees  the  true  ; 
bandi 

With  their  fplendorand  virtues  jlluminc  the 
land. 

Religion’s  pure  beam  breaks  the  vapors  of 
night. 

And  from  darknefs  myfteriouSi  the  World  gives 
the  light  I 

While  the  Lodge  here  bclov/,  as  the  choirs 
from  above, 

Join  the  fong  of  Free  Mafons  in  Friendfliip 
and  Love. 

That  the  Future  might  keep,  what  the  Prefefit 
beftows,  j 

In  rapture  prophetic  thegodd^fe  arofej 
As  Ihc  fling  through  the  ikies,  ahgels  echoed 
the  found, 

And  the  winds  bore  the  notes  to  the  region^  i 
aroiiitd  ! 

The  kind  proclamation  out  fong  fhall  retain : 
^Twas*— ‘-That  Mafonry  long  may  its  luftre 
maintain : 

And  ’till  Time  be  no  inore,  oiir  Eternity 
prove, 

That  the  objt^s  we  airn  at,  arc  Friendfliip  and 
Love!” 

S O N d IL  I 

‘XTTHEN  my  divine  Althsea’s  charms#  | 
VV  No  more  ftial!  kindle  foft  alarms,  ! 
And  the  keen  lightning  of  her  eye, 

Paifes  un felt,  unheeded  by;  | 

When  moral  Beauty  *s  heavenly  form 
Shall  ceafe  the  frozen  foul  to  warm  ; 

When  manners  thus  corrupt  we  fee,  : 

Farewell  the  fweets  of  Mafonry  ! :j  j 

When  Science  ihail  withdraw  her  lights 
And  Error  fpread  a Gothic  night  f 
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When  Pity’s  facred  fource  is  dry* 

I No  pearly  drop  to  melt  the  eye  ; 

^hen  truth  lhall  hide  her  blulbing  head* 

And  famifliM  Virtue  beg  her  bread  ; 

When  manners  thus  corrupt  we  fee, 

Tarewell  the  fweets  of  Mafonry  ! 

But  while  the  fair  tranfport  our  light* 

J%i\d  moral  beauty’s  charms  delight ; 

While  Science  lifts  her  torch  on  high^ 

And  pity  thaws  the  melting  eye  ; 

While  Truth  maintains  defpotic  powe-r^ 

And  Virtue  charms  without  a dower  ; 

While  manners  thus  URftain’d  we  fee* 

All  hail  the  fweets  of  Mafonry  ! 

SONG  HI. 

Ye  fons  of  fair  Science,  impatient  to  learn, 
Whst’s  meant  by  a Mafon  you  here  may 
dilcern ; 

Jle  ilrengthens  the  weak,  he  gives  light  to  the 
blind , 

And  the  naked  he  clothes — is  a friend  to  man- 
kind. 

Ail  lhall  yi»ld  to  Mafonry, 

Bend  to  thee 
BI  eft  Ma  fonry, 

Matchlefs  was  he  whq  founded  thee. 
And  thou,  like  him  imm<?rtal  Cialt  be. 
lie  walks  on  the  level  of  honor  and  truth, 

And  Ipurns  the  trite  paffions  of  folly  and 
youth  ; 

The  Compafs  and  fquare  all  his  fraiitiea  re- 
prove, 

And  his  ultimate  objed  is  Brotherly  Love. 

The  temple  of  kno  ;v ledge  he  nobly  doth  raife* 
Supported  by  wifdom,  and  learning  its  bafe  ; 
V/hen  rear'd  and  adorn'd,  ftrength  and  beauty 
unite. 
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And  he  views  ths  fair  ftrudure  with  confcious  j 


With  fortitude  blefs’d  he^s  a Granger  to  fea^s,  i 
And  gotrern*d  by  prudence,  he  caution fl y ftee;»s, 
Til!  temperance  (hev/s  him  the  port  ot  content^ 
And  juftice  unalk'd,  gives  tbe  fign  of  confent*. 

JnipirM  by  his  feelings,  ! e bounty  imparts,  ' 
Tor  charity  ranges  at  large  in  our  hearts ; i 

And  an  indigent  brother  reliev’d  from  hi« 
woes,  ; 

Peels  a pleafure  inferior  to  him  who  beftows. 

Thus  a Mafon  Pve  drawn  and  expos’d  to  your 
view. 

And  truth  mud  acknowledge  the  fi.  ure  is  true  ; 
Should  you  mensbers  becoinAt— be  brotheis  and 
friends, 

Tlicre’s  a Secret  remaining,  will  make 

amends.  i 


tSiich  lapturouB  pleafures  as  Cos^ans  ne^eri 
know)^ 

All  equally  lhare  the  delightful  repaft,  j 

Which  time  cannot  change,  but  eternal  will! 

iaft.  j 

Hark  a^ay  lHark  aew'^y  ^ H 'rk  advay  is  \ 

fiL  ora  J To  the  lef  s repair  ; ! 

Wuert  echo  ! e>  e tebo  I W harmony  echoes %.  j 
Ana  bamjhei  care.  ^ 

Behold  as  the  Sun  in  the  £aft  doth  arife, 

Our  Mafter  t;  e workmen  and  hirelings  employj 
The  weft  and  the  South  their  afliftance  impart,| 
T'  embeiiifli  the  Fabric  and  ftrtngthen  tbtf 


With  level  and  rule  we  our  bufineft  prepare)^  j 


delight. 


:S  O N G IV. 

'oys  do  the  Craft  ob  eacb  Mafoii  ’ 


Art. 
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work  by  the  Compafe  tind  a<fl  on  the  * 
Square, 

Iso  murmi^s  arc  heard  and  no  difeords  arc 

known,  ;; 

Tranquility  reins  and  ambition  has  flown.  'f 

Lrt  the  wdrld  make  a feoff,  we  their  fneering 
defpife, 

Since  they  know  not  how  much  we  Free 
fonry  pri2se  ; 

J:’  brotherly  love  let  the  time  focial  pafs% 

And  mirth  and  feftivity  garnifh  each  glafs. 

Then  charge,  my  dear  brethren,  a bumper  all 
round, 

the  brim  fill  each  glafs,  let  no  day  light  be 
found  ; 

Here’s  a health  to  all  Mafons  who  honor  the 
name, 

By  walking  upright,  and  obferving  the  fame. 
Hark  a<way  ! Hark  acivay  / Hark  a<vi^ay  is  iJst. 

qvord  iLet  vsjing  andrejeice; 

Whllji  echo  ! j^Jaset  echo  I fwhilji  echo  of  Ma/onry 
Sounds  from  each  voice  I 

S O N G V.  I 

HOW  happy’s  a Mafon  whole  bofom  ftili  ^ 
flows  • 

With  friencifhip,  and  ever  moft  cheerfully  goes,  f. 
Th’  tfhds  of  the  myfteries  lodg'd  in  his  bread, 
Myderies  rever’d,  and  by  Princes  pcfTcd^ 

Our  friends  and  our  bottle  we  bed  can  enjoy,  :■ 
!Mo  rancor  or  envy  our  quiet  annoy, 

Our  plumblinc  and  coiripafs,  our  fquare  and  P 
our  tools, 

Piredt  all  cur  actions  in  virtue's  fair  rules,  j 

Dire  dec. 

To  Marfe  and  to  Venus  we’re  equally  fnie,  ‘ ^ 
biir  ht<»rtacan  cnliveU}  onir  atms  can  fubdue 
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Let  the  enemy  tell,  and  the  la  hc8  declare^ 
No  ciafsor  protcffion  with  ms  compare 
To  give  a fond  luftre  wc  ne'er  need  a crcft, 
S nee  honor  and  virtue  remain  in  our  breaft 
Well  chann  the  rude  world  when  we  clap, 
Uugh  and  fing, 

if  fo  happy  a Mifon,  fay,  whpM  be  a king  i 
iffo,  &c. 

SONG  VL 

Dear  Brothers  of  fraternal  nilnd. 

Whom  virtue,  truth  and  honor  bind. 
In  whom  the  fonsof  fdence  find 
Nofly  difiimulafion  ; 

Accept  a tribute  jtiftly  due, 

From  a fond  heart,  faithful  and  true^ 
Accept  a tender,  fad  adieu, 

And  believe 
That  I grieve. 

Your  worthy  focial  band  to  leave 
Becaufe  k am  a Mafon. 

Yet  tho'  remote  from  you  1 ftray 
Where  fickle  fortune  leads  the  way. 

Your  mem’ry  in  my  bread  (hall  ftay. 
While!  have  refpiration  : 

And  kt  ir  e hold  that  fond  idea. 

That  yon  will  mind  unworthy  me, 
Whenever  you  meet  in  locialgke: 

Give  a toaft, 

Let  me  boaft 

The  fi  lendfhip  of  ymr  noble  hoft, 
i afk  kas  a Mafon. 

ffc^er  the*Syrenes  of  the  age 
Has  drawl!  me  from  your  myflic  gage, 
pray  blot  the  error  from  the  page 
Of  rigid  obkrvation. 

Your  kindnefs  on  my  heart  Til  write, 

And  ail  unkindnefs  from  my  fight, 
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Fil  banifn  to  eternal  n^lt, 

L t us  Up. 

Mafonsfrce^ 

i ForgWe,  like^ife  forgWen 

The  creed  of  every  MafeUf 

Your  choifeft  love  I oft  did  fhare, 

Your  brightcft  badge  did  often  wear, 
Piac^i  in  the  O iental  chair, 

By  myttic  inrta  lation. 

And  by  the  eenhlemH'ic  three, 
Diipcrs*dthe  gifts  of  M ifonry,' 

'rill  the  meridian  hour  we  fed  ; 

Tiien  we  may 
Wet  our  clay, 

And  p.tf3  an  hour  cheerfip  and  gay^ 

>n  grateful  relaxation. 

A liftening  ear  obtain  Gur  art, 

A h ent  tongue  witi  ne'er  impart 
! The  fecret&Ofa  faithfiu  heart, 

Whatever  the  temptation. 

Honor  and  truth  wiU  (fill  combine 
To  dignify  the  grand  defign, 

And  love  will  through  their  actions  fhine. 
With  a mind 
Juft  and  kind, 

And  all  their  pleafures  are  rcfinM, 

So  happy  in  a Mafon. 

Then  faith,  upheld  by  reafon's  voice, 
Tueir  hopes  fbi  etel  enjoyment's  choice, 

In  charity  their  hearts  rejoice 
III  b^fs'd  conciliation. 

When  iinforefeen  misfortunes  prefs 
The  16ns  and  daughters  of  diftrefs, 

With  kind  fraternal  tendernefs, 

Prompt  relief 
Soothe  their  grief, 

Of  their  pleafure  'tis  the  chief 
To  raife  a fallen  Mafon^ 
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Humanitf , that  virtue  bright, 

Friendfhip  fo  lovely  to  the  fight, 
Brotherly  love  their  hearts  unite, 

And  blcfs  each  friendly  a(ftion. 

No  doaang  fot  their  mirth  lhali  wound, 
No  minor  know«  tlieir  rights  profound. 
No  atheiR:  treads  the  hollow’d  ground, 
No  alloy 
To  their  joy  • 

Pleafures  pure,  which  never  cloy 
ISelongs  to  ev'ry  Mafon. 

May  friendfhip,  harmony  and  love  , 
Vour  guaidians  and  companions  prove,, 
I'iil  the  celeftial  Lodge  abf)ve% 

Sbali  be  each  brother'^  ftation  ; 

But  death,  the  level,  time  the  line. 

And  plumb  of  juftice  muft  combine, 

To  fit  us  for  that  blifs  divine,  * 

Then  lhall  we 
Happy  be ; 

Towards  the  Eaft  we’ll  bow  the  kncc 
TL'o  our  Grand  Matter  Mafon. 

SONG  ViL 

Adieu,  a, heart,  warm,  fond  adicl?„ 
Ye  brothers  of  our  myttic  tie  ; 

Ye  favor’d  rnd  enlighten’d  few  , 
Companions  of  my  locial  joy ; 

Tho^l  to  foreign  lands  mutt  hie, 
purfuing  fortunes  fiippery  ba’I : 

With  mdling  heart  and, brimful  eye, 

Lll  mind  you  ftill  when  far  awa. 

Oft  have  1 met  your  (ocial  band, 

3Po  fpend  a cheerful  ieftive  right, 

Ofu  honor'd  with  fupreme  commands 
Prefided  o'er  the  fons  of  light  ; 

And  by  that  hieroglyphic  bright, 

Y/hich  none  but  craftfmen  ever 
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Strong  nxeiii  Vy  on  my  oeai  t fhall  wiite. 

.Tftui'c  happ5^i'cencs  when  tar  awa« 

May  freedo'J!>  harmony  and  love^ 

.Cement,  you  in  the  grand  cicU^n, 
beaeaLh  ta'  Omnicicat  eye  abovei 
T -c  glorious  divine  ? 

Tna;  you  may  k^ep  in  unerriag  rulej> 

S^iii  guarded  b)  p-nmmtt's  iaw, 

• i.'iU  oKki  blight  completely  Ihine, 

Shah  be  my  piTiyk  whui  far  av/a. 

And  you  tarewdl,  who fe. merit  claim 
Juil  y that  hig belt  badge  to  wear, 

May  H :av.m  bielb  your  noble  naiucy 
To  I'vialoary  an;l  Sckia  dear? 

A lalt  i iqacft  permit  me  then, 

Vvhen  yta.  y yuu  re  afiTt mb’e  ' a’l, 

-Oiie  round,  : aik  it  wuh  a tear ; 

To  turn,  ttic  iViend  that's  far  awa. 

And  you,  kind  hearted  QQcrs  fair, 
i ftng  :f?^r€-»dl  to-ail  your  c arms, 

Th'  imprefBon  ol  your  pieahng  air 
With  rapture  oft  my  Heart  did  warm, 

Alas,  the  focial  wimer’a  night 

'No  moie  retuma  whue  breath  we  dra% 

* fill  fif^ers,  brothers-  al'  unite  ; 

In  that  Grand  Jhoiige  tnat'a  far  awa, 

5GNG  VilL 

Here  (ccial  love  ferenely  finiics, 

Soft  harmony  infpires  the  breaft, 

Mufic  the  weight  ot-care  bejuilcs. 

And  hiiis  eac  .1  gloomy  tuougiu  to  reft. 

Come  {'o%’c-eyM  pi  ace  thou  heavenly  guefty 
' nd  concord  ; attribute  divine  ! 

IRefide  within  each  M.dbn's  breaft, 

1‘hcir  hearts  with  laertd  union  joino 

Thus  long  fhall  ftand  our  ivable  art, 
iiiddtep  within  each  faithful  breaft^ 
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We  fee!  its  influence  on  the  hear|) 

Therefore  we  fay— eji. 

SONG  JX. 

Bacchus  open  all  thy  treafure. 

Let  fweet  mufic  charm  the  ear  ^ 

Love  cements  us  all  together. 

Sons  of  Hiram  welcome  her#. 

V ulgar,  bafe  and  fordid  wretches. 

May  deride  us.  what  care  we  ; 

Slander  write  malignant  ikctchcij, 

By  the  fruit  we  know  the  tree, 
pome  my  brothers,  love  unites  US| 

Come  let  beauty  be  oar  toaft  ; 

Here's  to  her  that  can  delight  u«, 

The  charming  fair  we  prize  the  moft. 

XrCt  us  join  our  hands  together, 

May  peace  and  love  the  cement  be  % 

Charge  your  glafles,  prime  togetner, 

Here's  a health  to  Mafons  free. 

6QNG  X. 

^ OME  let  us  prepare, 

We  brothers  that  are 
Affembled  on  merry  occafion  : 

Let's  be  happy  and  fing, 

For  Life  is  a fprieg 
To  a Free  and  an  Accepted  Mafom 
The  world  is  in  pain 
Our  fecrcts  to  gain, 

And  ftill  let  them  wonder  and  gaze  on  7 j 

T^ey  ne'er  divine  j 

The  word  or  the  fign 

Of  a free  and  an  Accepted  Mafpn^  1 

"Tis  th>8  and  'tis  that, 

They  cannot  tell  what,  ^ j 

mr  why  thi>  great  m#»n  nf  thp  nation. 
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Should  apron  8 put 
. . And  make  themfelved  one 
With  a Free  aitd  an  accepted  MafoUi 

Great  Kin^s,  Dukes,  aiid  Lorde^ 

Have  laid  by  their  fwords, 
bur  myft'ry^  to  put  a good  grace  oUi 
And  ne^er  been  afhamM 
To  hear  themfelves  nam^d 
With  a Free  and  an  Accepted  Mafoiii 

Antiquity’s  pride,. 

We  have  on  oUr  fide, 

To  keep  up  oiir  old  reputatioii  ^ 

There's  nought  but  what’s  good 
To  be  underftbbd 
Sy  a Free  and  an  Accepted  Mafon. 

We*re  triie  arid  fincere, 

And  juft  to  the  Fair  ; 

ThcyMl  truft  us  bn  any  dccafioii  s 
No  Mortal  can  more 
The  Ladies  adore, 

That!  a Free  arid  an  Accq)ted  Mafon* 

I'henjoin  Hand  in  hand,  , 

By  each  Brother  firm  ftand, 
trct’s  be  merry  and  put  a bright  face  on  j 
What  mortal  can  boaft 
So  noble  a toaft 

As  a Free  and  an  Accepted  Mafori. 

Na  mortal  can  boaft  ^ 

So  noble  a toa/i  > Three  timely 

Mi  a Free  and  an  Accepted 

SONG  XL 

IN  Hift’ry  we^re  tbld^  how  the  Lodges  of  oW 
Arofe  in  the  eaft,  and  ihone  forth  Ukc 
theSrin; 

But  all  muft  agrle  thkt  diviae  Mafonaij 
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Commenc'd  when  the  glorious  creation  fecgims-*  v| 
With  glory  divine,  oh4,  long  may'll  thou  iiiinSj  f 
Thou  choiceft  of  bieffin^s  derived  from  a--  3 
bove  ! 

Then  charge  bumpers  high,  and  with  fhout$  ii 
fend  the  iky  i 

To  Mafonary,  Friend Ihip,  alid^  Brotherly  | 

Love.  • ^ 

/ f glo  ry  - dh  ’ ! 

Judea’s  great  Kin  (,  whofe  vaft  praifes  we  Gng,  d 
With  wifdom  cdnljrivM,  ivhiie  the  tonpiO'  I 
he- plan 'd  ; d 

The  rnyfetrious  art  then  took  place  in  each  I 

heart.  - 

And  Hiram*  with  SolomtiH  \yent  hand  irf  ; 
hand : ■ 

While  each  royal  name  was  recorded  in  fames  j 
Their  woi  ks^  Earth  and  Heaven  did  jointif  I 
approve  ; i 

Then  charge  bumpers  high,  and  with  fhoutg 

rend  the  fky,  j 

To  Mtlbnty,  FriendDrip,  and  brotherly 

While  ectehy. 13. c-  , . j 

Then  M::U>ns  were  tiue,  and  the  Craft  daily 

grew;  ^ i 

They  iiv\i  within  Oompafs.  and  v/ork\i  by  ' 
the  Squire ; 

In  friehdihip*ihe;^  dwelt,  no  ambition  they  ' 

felt, 

Their  deeds  were  upright,  and  their  con«  , 
fcicnces  clear  ; I 

On  this  noble  Free  Mifons  began* 

To-he  p one  another  they  mutuady  ftrove  ; j’ 

Then  cuarge  bumpers  high,  and  with  fhouts 

rend  the  Iky  ^ i 

To  Maforyy,  Friendfhip,  and  Brotherly  Love,^-  -| 
0 / this 

Thofe  maxiiiispuriue,  aad  your  palTioas  ^ubdue  ^ 

^ 
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, And  imitate  thofe  worthy  Mafons  of  yore  ; 
Fix  a lodge  in  each  breaft,  be  fair  virtue  yout 
gueft 

Let  Wifdom  prefidc,  and  let  truth  tiie  the 
door. 

So  ihai!  we  arife,  to  an  immortal  prize, ^ 

In  that  blifsfu!  Lodge  which  no  time  can 
remove ; 

Then  charge  bumpers  high,  and  with  Ihoutai 
rend  the  Iky, 

To  /nafonry  Fricndfiiip  ahd  Brotherly 
Love. 

SON  cr  xir. 

■jy  RE  God  the  Univerfe  began, 

XL  in  one  rude  heap  all  matter  lay, 

Which  wild  diforder  ovenan, 

Nor  knew  of  light  one  glimmering  ray  i 
While,  in  darknefs  o’er  the  whole, 

Gon  fufion  reign’d  without  control. 

Then  God  arofe  his  thunders  hurl'd, 

And  bade  the  Elements  arife  ; 

In  Air  he  hung  the  pendant  World, 

And  o'er  it  fpread  the  azure  Ikies  j 
Stars  in  circles  caus’d  to  run  , 

And  in  the  centre  fix’d  the  Sun. 

Then  man  he  callM  forth  out  of  dufi, 

And  form'd  him  with  a living  foul  $ 

All  things  committed  to  his  trufir, 

And  made  him  Lord  of  all  the  whole  5 
But  ungrateful  unto  Heaven 
He  prov'd,  and  was  from  Eden  driven., 

From  thence  proceeded  all  our  woes, 

Nor  could  mankind  one  comfort  ftiafe  ^ 
Until  Free  Mafons  greatly  rofe, 

And  form'd  another  Eden  here  ^ 
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Where  true  pkafure  ever  reigns, 
native  innocence  remains. 

Here  crvftal  fountains  bubbling  fiow^ 

Here  nought  lhaPs  vUe  can  enter  in  z 
The  tree  oi  knowledge  here  docs  grow, 
Whofe  i ruit  we  tafte,  yet  free  from  Sin  -5 
W4iile  fweet  Friend fliip  does  abouhd , 
And  guiirdiaa  /.ngels  hover  round*  •. 

SONG  XIII. 

WE  h?Xt  no  idle  prating, 

•'Ot  either  wig  or  tdry,' 

But  each  agrec^s 
To  iive  at  eafc,  ’ 

And  ling  or  teil  a ftory, 

Fi/t  to 

Fo  IL  e brlm^ 

Let  it  r our d the  table  roll  ^ 

Fhe  dhnne 

Fells  UJ  ^jui?ie  . _ ^ 

Cheer  ■ the  body  and  the  foul . 

Wch  e a!;vaysmen  ofpleafures 
Ddpihng  pride  and  party  : 

While  knaves  and  fools 
Preferibe  u.i  rules, 

We  are  fincere  and  hearty, 

i Fill  t&  him 

;1  If  an  Accepted  Mafon 
iS-hould  talk  6f  high  or  low  church  ^ ^ 

; W e’ll  fet  b?»  down 

A (hallow  clown, 
i'  And  underftand  hiin  no  church= 

► Fill  to  him^  ISdc, 

: The  world  '8  all  in  darknefs, 
i About  us  they  conjedliire  f 
; But  little 

I;  A fong  and  ^linb,  - 


^u.*«‘2ed8  the  Mafon^s ledHirc. 

Fill  to  him^  tfs. 

Then  landlord  bruig  a hogfliead, 

And  in  a corner  place  it ; 

Till  ail  rebound 
With  hollo iV  found, 

Each  Mofon  here  will  face  it. 

Fill  to  hlmi  iff  c. 

S O K G Xi  V. 

COME, ye  MafoRS,  hUh.ei  britig 

Tie  uinctul  pipe  and  pkafing  flrin 
Exert  each  voice, 

Aloud  rtjrice. 

And  make  the  fpacious  concave  ring  : 
Lit  your  hearts  be  blithe  and  gay, 

Joy  and  mirth  lei  all  difplay,  ‘ 

No  dull  care 
Shall' enter  here, 

For  this  isMaions’  holiday. 

Let  y our  hearts^  iff 

Fncndihip  here  has  fix  d'her  feat^ 

And  virtue-  finds  a calm  retreat, 

Go  te’l  the  fool, 

‘Tis  Wifdom'sfcoo^^. 

Where  love  and  honor  al^avs  meet. 

Let  your  hearts^,  iff  r* 

Social  ple^fiyes  here  invite i ♦ 

To  fid  theioul  with  fweet  deiiglit, 
While  hand  in  hand 
Our  friendly  Band 
In  Love  and  Harmon^  unite. 

’ Let  your  hearts^  iffo. 

May  we  aft  afTemblc  here, 

And  long  the  Badi  e of  Honor  v;eat> 
Mav  joy  abound, 

Aad  we  be  fojind 
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Forever  faithful  and  fine  :re. 

Let )Our  hearts'^  c* 

Take  the  flowing  glafs  in  hand, 

And  drink  unto  our  Mailer  Gr^i>4i 
Long  may  he  reign, 

The  Caufe  maintain, 

And  Lodges  fl  'iiish  throuvrh  the  Land. 

Let  your  hearts  Js'c, 

SONG  XV.  ^ 

Fidelity  once  had  a fancy  to  rove, 

And  therefore  Ihe  quitted  the  manfions  a- 
bovc ; 

On  earth  (he  arriv’d-  but  fo  long  was  her  tour, 
Jove  tho’t  Ihe  intended  returning  no  more. 
jDe^ry  down  down^  dowUi  derry  down^ 

Then  Mcrc’ry  was  haften»d  in  quell  of  the 
dame 

Aad  foon  to  this  world  of  confuflon  he  came  ; 

At  Paris  he  ftcfpp’d.  and  enquu  ’d  by  chance, 

Eul  heard  that  Fidelity  ne’er  w as  in  France. 

The  gbd  then  to  Portugal  next  took  his  rout, 

In  hopes  that  at  L:fbon  he  might  find  her  out; 
But  there  he  was  told  fne  had  mock’d  fupcrftL 
tipn. 

And  left  it  for  fear  of  the  grand  inquifition. 

B ing  thusdifanpointed,  to  Hollsnd  he  flew, 
And  enquir’d  of  an  cmimM  Jew  ; 

When  Mordecai  readily  told,  hirnl:^  us  much, 
yidtlity  was  never  lik’d  by  the  Dutch. 

Arriving  at  London,  be  haflen’d  to  court, 
Where  numbers  oTrittle  great  men  do  refort : 
*Who  all  flood  amax’d,  when  he  alk’d  for  the 
dam^  i 

And  fworethey  had  fcarcc  wr  heard  of  the 

natpe. 
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To  WcJlmmfter  hall  did  the  god  next  repair, 
In  hopes  with  dame  jiiftice  Ihe  might  be  fo\ind 
there  : 

Por  both  he  enquir'd  ; when  the  court  anfwcr’d 
thus, 

The  perfons  you  mention,  Sir,  ne'er  trouble 
usd' 

I Then  bending|his  courfc  to  the  Cyprian  gfove, 
He  civilly  afk’d  of  the  young  god  cf  iove  : 

The  urchin  repU'd  “ could  > oil  think  hereto 
jSnd  her,  ^ 

When  land  my  mother  you’kno’.v,  nevd-mirid 
her  ? 

I Tn  one  only  place  you  ran  fiQd  ht r on  earth* 

I The  feat  of  true  friendthip,  love,  fietdom  shd 
I mirth  ; 

To  a lodge  of  Free  Mafons  then  quick 'v  repair,, 
, And  you  need  not  to  doubt  but  yoiihi  meet 
; rdth  hei  there/' 

S'  O N G 'XYl. 

WHEN  • the-  fun  f om  the  ealf  firfl  falutesr 
• mortal  eyes. 

And  the  ftcy  lark  meiodioiin?  bids  us  a-ife 
With  our  hearts  full  of  joy  we  the 
obey, 

; Straight  repair  to  our  werk^  and  to  moifUu 
our  day. 

; On  the  treficl  our  maPer  draw^  and  lire''’ 

I There  with  freedom  with  fervency  forms  his 
defigns, 

Not  a pldiire  on  earth  is  fo lovely  in  vic-v,  ■ 
Ail  his  linCvS  are  foperfed,  his  aiiy’es  tbn'iie. 

In  the  well  fee  the  var:h  ns  tubmiirrmly  nand, 
The  rnafterto  aid,  and  obey  H.  cc 'nvnandi  ; 
The’ intent  of  his  fignals  \yc  pcihdiy  know, 
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And  wc  ne^er  tak«  ogence  when  he  gives  ns  a 
blow. 

In  the  lodge  (loth  and  dulnefs  we  always  avoid,  | 
Fellow-crafts  and  apprentices  all  arc  employ’d  : | 

Perfeft  afhlers  fome  finifh,  fome  make  the  rough  1 
plain,  j 

All  are  pleas’d  with  their  woik,  and  are  pleas’d 

with  their  gain.  i 

W^en  my  matter  Fve  ferv’d  feven  years,  per- 
haps more, 

Some  fecrets  he’ll  tell  me  I ne’er  knew  before ; 

)n  my  bofom  Fil  keep  them  as  long  as  I live, 

And  purfue  the  diredions  his  wifdom  fliaU 
give. 

I’ll  attend  to  hW  call  both  by  night  and  by  day  ; , 
It  is  bis  to  command,  and  'tis  mine  to  obey  : 
Wtenfoe’r  we  are  met.  I’ll  attend  to  his  nod,  | 
And  Fil  work  till  b%h  twelve,  then  FlI  lay  ! 
down  my  hod. 

SONG  XVII. 

[T/je  entered  Aw  hZHTiQE^s 

\TTKEN  quite  a young  fpark, 

VV  J was  in  the  dark, 

And  wanted  to  alter  my  ftation  ; 

1 went  to  a friend, 

Whopjov’dhi  the  end, 

A free  and  an  accepted  mafon. 

At  a door  he  then  knock’d. 

Which  quickly  unlock’d, 

When  he  bid  me  to  put  a good  faqe 
And  not  be  afraid, ' 

For  I (houid  be  made 
A free  and  an  accepted  mafoa. 

My  wifhes  were  crowa’d| 

Apd  a matter  1 fouudi 
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Who  made  a moft  foiemn  oration ; 

Then  ftiew'd  me  the  light, 

And  gJ»ve  me  the  right 
Sign,  token,  and  «f^ord,of  a mafon. 

How  great  ray  amaze, 

V/hen  i firft  law  the  blaze  ! 

And  how  ftruck  v;ith  the  myftic  occafion  ! 

Aftonifh'd  I found, 

Though  free  I was  bound 
To  a free  and  an  accepted  mafon^ 

When  clothed  in  white, 
i took  great  delight 
In  the  work  of  this  noble  vocation  : 

And  knowledge  I gainM 
When  the  lodge  he  explain’d 
Of  a free  and  an  accepted  raafon. 

I was  bound  it  appears, 

For  feven  long  years, 

Which  to  me  is  of  trifling  duration  ; 

With  freedom  I ferve, 

And  ftrain  every  nervQ 

To  acquit  myfelf  like  a good  raafon-  :| 

A bumper  then  fill 

With  an  hearty  good  will,  J 

To  our  malic  pay  due  veneration  j 

Whotai*.ght  ub  the  art  ii 

We  ne^er  will  impart,  ; 

Unlefs  to  an  accepted  mafon. 

SONG  XVIIf.  \ 

WHEN  Mafonry  expiring  lay,  by  knaves  and  i 
fools  rejtded,  I 

Without  one  hope  one  cheering  ray , by  worthlefs  ^ 
fom  negledltd ; 

Pair  virtue  fied  truth  hung  her  head  o'erwhdtn^  i 
tU  in  deep  coJiiulion;,  ; 
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Sweet  friendfliip  too  her/oiUes  withdrew  fraru  1 
ti>is  bicft  inftitution.  ' 

Fair  virtue,  See. 

ColuiTibia’s  foos  df:terminM  then  Freemafonry. 
to  cherifh. 

They  rousM  her  into  life  again  and  bid  fair  fcience 
fionriih : 

Now  virtue  bright  truth  robM  in  white  with 
friendfliip  hither  haften, 

All  go  hand  in  hand  to  blefs  the  band  of  true  Co» 
liimbian  Mafons. 

Now  virtue,  &c. 

Since  Mafonry's  reviv’d,  once  m.ere  purfue  he?, 
wife  dircdlions, ' 

Let  circumCpedtion  go  before  and  virtue  Square 
your  anions, 

Unite  your  hands  in  friendships  bands^  fuppert-, 
ing  one  another, 

■\Yith  honed  heart  fair 'truth  impart  to  every  faiths 
ful  brother. 

Unite  your,  &c. 

Let  coxcombs  grin  and  critics  fneer  while  we  a?:c 
biith  and  jolly. 

Let  fops  defpife  the  badge  we  w^r  wc  laugh  at 
ail  their  folly. 

Let  empty  fools  defpife  our  rules  brothers  we 
ne’er  w Hi  heed  them, 

Say  what  they  Vi^ill  we’re  Mafons  fliil  and  wi}I 
fupport  our  freedom. 

Let  empty,  &c. 

But  nray  kind  heavens  gracious  hand  ftiil  regu- 
late each  adtion  ; 

May  every  lodge  fecurely  dand  againft  the  ftorm  s 
of  fadlion, 

Miy  love  and  peace  ea(?h  day  increafe  throughout 
this  happy  nation, 

May  they  extend  Mil  all  lhall  enjddn,  one , great; 
coriBaJ-aticm  ' . 

Mat  love,  See, 
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Let  Mifeflg  fame  refound, 
Throu:^h  all  the  nations  round^ 
From  pole  to  pole  : 

See  what  felicity, 

Harmlefs  {impiicity, 

Like  eie(5trcity, 

Runs  thro’  the  whole^ 
Such  fweet  variety 
iNe'r  had  fociety 

Ever  before 

Faith  hope  and  charity, 

Love  and  iincerity, 

'Without  temerity. 

Charm  more  and  more. 

When  in  the  Lodge  wtVe  met^ 
And  ill  due  order  fet. 

Happy  are  we  : 

Our  works  are  glorious, 

Deeds  meritorious, 

Never  ceuforious  : 

But  great  and  free. 

When  follies  fons  arife, 

Mafonry  to  deipife. 

Scorn  all  their  fpitcw 
Laugh  at  their  ignorance 
Pity  their  want  of  fenfe, 

Never  let  them  give  offence 
Firmer  unite. 

Mafons  have  Io»g  been  free, 

And  may  they  ever  be. 

Great  as  of  Yore, 

For  many  ages  paft 
Mafonry  have  flood  faft, 

And  may  its  glory  laft, 

time’s  no  more.. 
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WHEN  a lodge  of  free  Rfifons  are  clothed  i lb 
in  their  aprons,  j S 

In  order  to  make  anew  brother  ; Ci 

¥/ith  firm  hearts  and  clean  hands,  they  repair  tg 
their  ftands,  , 

And  juftly  lupport  one  another.  | ^ 

Trudy  brother  take  care,  of  cve-droppers  be-  { 
ware,  U 

^Tis  a jiift  and  a folcmn  occafion,  . j 

Give  the  word  and  the  blow  that  workmen  may  j 
know,  I ^ 

There’s  one  alks  to  be  made  a free  mafon.  | ' 

The  Matter  ftands  due,  and  his  officers  too, 

While  the  craftlmen  are  plying  their  fta* 
tion, 

The  apprentices  ttand  right  for  the  command, 
Of  a free  and  an  accepted  mafon. 

Now  traverfe  your  ground,  as  in  duty  you’re  j 
bound , 

And  revere  the  authentic  oration,  I 

Tha^  leads  to  the  way  and  proves  the  firft  ray. 
Of  a free  and  an  accepted  mafon. 

Here^s  fwords  and  here’s  figns,  here»s  problem^ 
and  lines. 

Ilere'^s  room  too  for  deep  fpeculatidSi 
Here  virtue  and  truth  are  taught  to  the  youth, 
When  firft  he’s  call’d  up  to  a mafon . 

Hieroglyphics  ftiine  bright,  here  light  reverts  l 
light, 

On  the  ruies  and  the  tools  of  vocation.  . 

We  work  and  we  fing  to  the  craft  honor 
bring, 

^Tis  both  duty  and  choice  In  a mafon. 

Vvhat  is  faid  or  is  done,  is  here  truly  laid ' 
down,/ 


'In  this  form  of  our  high  inftallation, 

!iet  I challenge  all  inen,  to  know  what  I mean, 
lUntefs  he’s  an  accepted  mafon. 

jfhe  ladies  claim  right  to  come  into  our  light,- 
: Since  the  apron  they  fay  is  their  bearing 
ian  they  fubjedt  their  will  ? can  they  keep  their 
t tongues  ftill  f 

::  And  let  talking  be  chang’d  into  hearing* 

ifbis  difficult  talk  is  the  lead  we  can  afk, 

I To  fccure  us  on  fiuidry  occafioris, 
i\^hcn  with  this  they  comply  Our  utmoft  we’li 
try, 

[ To  raile  lodges  of  lady  free  mafons.  - 

rill  this  can  be  done  muft  each  brother  be 
mumm, 

Tho’  the  fair  one  fhoiild  wheedle  or  teaze’ 
on, 

ie  juft  true  and  kincK  but  ftill  bear  in  mind, 
i At  ail  times  that  you  are  a free  mafon. 

S O N G XXL 

Let  drunkards  boaft  the  power  of  wine’ 

And  reel  from  fide  to  fide  ; 

Let  lovers  kneel  at  Beauty^s  fhrine, 

The  fport  of  female  pride , 

'3e  ours  the  more  exalted  part. 

To  celebrate  the  Mafons*  Art, 

And  fpread  its  praifes  wide. 

dens  and  thickets,  dark  and  rude 
: For  fhelter  beafts  repair  ; 
iVith  flicks  and  ftraws  the  feathered  brood 
Sufpend  their  nefts  in  air  : 

And  man  untaught,  as  wild  asthefe, 

Binds  up  fad  huts  boughs  of  trees, 

I And  feeds  onwreiclicd  fare, 

5ut  fcience  dawning  in  his  mind, 

I The  quarry  , "v  ' 
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Induflr5^  and  the  Arts  combin’d, 

Improved  all  Nature 'shores; 

Thus  wails  w’cre  built,  and  hoiifes  rear’d^ 
No  ftorms  or  tcmpeiis  now  arc  fear’4 
Within  his  well  framM  doors. 

When  ftately  palaces  arife. 

When  columns  grace  the  hall. 

When  towT’s  and  fpireslalute  the  fkiesi 
We  owe  to  h'lafons  all : 

Nor  btiikings  only  do  they  giVe, 

Jbut  leach  men  how  within  to  live, 

And  yield  to  Reafoh’s  call. 

A U party  quarrels  they  deteft, 

For  Virtue  and  the  Arts, 

Lodg’d  in  each  true  Free  Mafon’s  breait, 
Unite  and  rule  the  hearts: 

1^  thefe,  while  Mafons  Iqiiarc  their  mind^. 
The  State  no  better  fubji  ^5  finds, 

None  ads  more  upright  parts. 

When  Bucks  and  Albions  are  forgot, 

Free  MafcriSW'ill  remain  ; 

Muihroons  each  day,  fpring  up  and  rot, 
While  oaks  ftretch  o'er  the  piain  : 

Let  other?  quarrel  rani  and  roar; 

Their  roily  revels  tvhen  no  more, 

Still  Mafoniy  fhall  reign. 

Our  leathern  aprons  may  compare, 

With  garters  red  and  blue  : 

Princes  and  Kings  cur  Brothers  arc, 

While  thev  our  rules  purfue  : 

Then  dr'nk  fiiccefs  and  health  to  all 
The  Craft  arcurd  tl  is  earthly  ball, 

May  brethren  Pall  prove  true  I 

SONG  XXII. 

UN  TE,  unite,  your  voices  raife  ; 

Loud,  |oud  y fing  Free  Mafon’s praili 
Spread  far  and  wide  their  fpotk Is  fame. 
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ArA  glory  in  the  facred  name. 

JBehold,  behold,  the  upright  band. 

In  Virtue's  paths  go  hand  in  hand  ; 

They  fhun  each  ili,  thty  do  no  wrong, 
Stridt  honor  does  to  them  belong. 

How  juft,  h©w  juft,  are  all  their  ways, 
Superior  far  to  mortal  praife  ! 

Their  worth  defcrlption  far  exceeds. 

For  matchkfs  are  Free  Mafons'  deeds. 

Go  on.  jto  on,  ye  juft  and  true, 

Still,  ft  ill  the  fame  bright  paths  pnrfue  j 
Th'  admiring  world  fhail  on  you  gaze, 
And  Friendftiip's  alter  ever  blaze. 

Begone, begone,  fly  dtfeord  hence, 

With  party  rage  and  infolencc  : 

Sweet  peace  fhall  biefs  this  happy  band  , 
And  Freedom  fmik  throughout  the  land. 

SONG  XXIII. 

H ATL  Mafonry  divine  ; 

Glory  of  ages  fhine, 

Long  may'ft:  thou  reign  : 
Where'er  thy  Lodges  ftand, 

M^y  they  have  great  comriand. 

And  always  grace  the  land, 

Thou  art  divine  . 

Great  fabrics^  ftill  arife, 

And  grace  the  azure  fkies. 

Great  are  the  fehemes  ; 

Thy  noble  Orders  are 
Matchleis  beyond  compare  ; 

No  art  with  thee  can  (hare 
Thou  art  divine  i 

Hiram,  the  architsdl, 

Did  all  the  Craft  dire(ft 
How  they  fbould  build  i 
ll 
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SoPmon,  great  Ifr’eai's  King* 

Did  mighty  bUffinya  bring,- 
And  left  us  room  to  fing, 
royal  Art  i 

S O N G XXIV. 

Assist  my  mufe,  thy  infivience  brkig, 
in  pr3 ilc  of  Mifonry  1 fing  ; 

In  fi3vviag  notes  my  voice  lhail  raife 
To  ling  the  worthy  Maibn's  praife. 

IVhof:  heart  is  jree /rom  en’vf  i Jiaia^ 

And  while  he  lives  will  fo  remain. 

Hail  oriental  fpkndid  light, 

And  dove-cy’d  peace,  with  beauty  bright ; 
Thy  all-enliv»ning,  ftrength'ning  rays, 
Doth  crown  our  biifs  with  happy  days. 
State'^men  and  Kings  with  hand  and  heart 
Subp)rti  adorn  our  royal  Art. 

With  mufic  fweet,  fage  Tubai  Cain, 

On  the  deep  organ  .lin'd  the  (train  ; 
Sweet  melody  inlpir*d  his  tongue, 

With  lofty  notes  he  fweetly  lung.; 

Hail  Ma/cnry  fi  om  Hea  ven  Jeht, 

In  thee  al^te  we fmd  co  'ite nt. 

Benevolence  and  mutual  love. 

Sent  by  our  mafter  from  above, 

Are  pillars  of  our  royal  Art, 

Engraved  on  each  Mafon’s  heart. 

Thefe  lofty  pillars  Jland  fecure^ 

And Jhall  the  date  of  time  endures 

Hai?  royal  Art;,  fro nv Heaven  reveal'd 
In  Mafoii’s  heart  thou  art  conceal'd 
Cowans  may  ferk  and  knock  in  vain^ 
Oilriv'ry  keys  thdr  arts  difdain. 

Knch  Mafon  fmiees  and  fees  iheir  arty 
Wieile  pf  udente guards  his  faithful Jeeart . 
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SONG  XXVo 

King  Solomon,  that  wife  projedor, 
m M,afonry  took  great  delight  ; 

And  Hiram,  that  great  Architedor, 

Whofe  adions  Ihall  ever  Ihine  bright, 

'tFrom  the  heart  of  a true  honeft  Mafon 
There's  none  can  the  fecret  remove  ; 

Onr  maxims  are  juftice,  morality, 

Friencifhip  and  brotherly  love. 

Tibcn  w/;o  zvohU  not  be  a Free  Mafyn^ 

So  happy  and  jocial  are  <iue  ; 

To  all  honeji  men  <uue  are  Brothers} 

And  in  eiery  Lodge  ^ive  are  free. 

We  meet  like  true  friends  on  the  levels 
And  lovingly  part  on  the  fquare  ; 

Alike  ^ve  refped  king  and  beggar, 

Provided  they’re  juft  and  fmccre. 

We  fcorn  an  ungenerous  adion. 

None  can  with  Free  Mafons  compare  ; 

Wc  love  for  to  live  within  compafs. 

By  rules  that  are  honeft  and  fair. 

Then  whoy 

We  exelude  all  talkative  fellows. 

That  wui  babble  and  prate  paft  their  witj 
They  ne'er  lhall  come into  our  fecret, 

For  they^re  neither  worthy  nor  fit ; 

But  the  perfon  that's  well  recommended 
And  we  find  him  honeft  and  true, 

When  our  lodre  is  well  ty  I’d  we’ll  prepare  himj 
And,  like  Mafors,  our  work  we’ll  puriue. 
Then  fwhoy  ^ f. 

Succefs  to  all  accepted  Mafons, 

There’s  none  can  their  honor  pull  down  j 
For  e’er  fince  the  glorious  creation 
Thcfe  great  men  are  held  in  renown. 

When  Adam  was  King  of  all  nations^ 
formed  a plan  ?rith  all  fpeed  ; 
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AT>d  foon  made  a fit  habitation. 

For  him  and  his  companion  Eve. 

^hen  (IV ho,  ific, 

Theresa  lomc  foolifh  people  rcjedt  ns, 

For  which  they  arc  highly  to  blame. 
They  cannot  Ihew  any  objection, 

Or  reafon  for  doing  the  fame . 

The  art's  a divine  infpiration, 

As  all  honeft  men  wid  declare, 

So  here's  to  all  true  hearted  brothers, 

That  live  within  compafs  and  fquarc. 

Then  <ivho,  & c. 

!L‘he  an  arch  vvell  cemented  together, 
Thus  firmly  united  we  Hand, 

Andjuftly  fiipport;  one  another; 

With  plumb  line  and  level  in  hand. 

’Till  the  world  is  con  fumed  by  fi  re. 

And  judgement  is  pafs'd  on  us  ail  ; 
They  ne'er  <hall  come  into  our  fecret* 

Or  we  from  Free  Mafoiiry  fall. 

Then,  l^c. 

SONG  XXVI. 

Am  a son's  daughter  faire  and  young. 
The  pride  of  all  the  village  throng, 
Thus  to  her  lover  faid  ; 

Tho'  Damon  1 your  flame  approve. 

Your  actions  praife  your  perlbn  love. 

Yet  ftill  ril  live  a maid. 

None  fhall  untie  my  virgin  zone, 
flutone  to  whom  the  fccret's  known. 

Of  famm^d  Free  Mafonry  ; 

In  which  the  great  and  good  combine, 

To  raife  with  generous  defign, 

Man  to  lalicity* 

The  Lodf  e excludes  the  fop  and  fool  5 
The  piodding  knave  and  party  tool. 


A P P E N R I 

That  liberty  would  fell  ; 

The  noble,  faithful  and  the  brave , 

No  golden  charms  can  e’er  dccdvc;i 
In  Havery  to  dwell. 

Thielaid,he  bow'd  and  went  away^ 
Apply’d,  was  made  without  delay^. 

Return'd  to  her  again  : 

The  fair  one  granted  his  requeft  ; 
Connubial  joys  their  days  have  ble^j^ 

And  may  tb.ey  e'er  remain. 

Majom  and  to  MaforJs  b£iirns^ 
jind  (women  (with  both  (ivit  and  charms y 
ST bat  lo've  to  He  ii%  Mafons*  arms  • 

SONG  XXYIL 

Here -8  a health  to  each  one, 
From  the  king  on  the  throng:. 
To  him  that  is  meaneft  of  Ration, 

If  he  can  contend 
To  have  lawfully  gain'd 
The  name  of  an  accepted  mafon. 

The  glory  of  kings 
Are  poor  empty  things, 

Though  empires  they  have  in  poilfiiOHjt 
If  void  of  the  fame 
Of  that  noble  name 
Of  a free  and  an  accepted  mafon. 

It  is  ancienter  far 
Than  other  arts  are*. 

Surpaflingall  otherprofeffions 
There’s  none  can  pretend 
To  difcpver  a friend 
Like  a free  and  an  accepted  mafon. 

I'he  world  is  amaz’d, 

Tbeir  wonder  is  rais’d, 

To  fee  fuch  concurring  relation 
Am'.'ng  U3,  they  cry, 
r 
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The  devil  h nigh 
When  one  is  accepted  a rnafoa. 

Bat  let  them  fay  on, 

To  us  "tis  VI  els  known 
What's  true  or  fa  ie  in  the  relation ; 

I^t's  drink  hij  health  round 
That  isfecret  and  found. 

And  a faithful  and  accepted  mafon. 

SONG  XXVHL 

WHOEVER  wants  wifdom  muit  with  fome 
, delight 

Read,  ponder  an  1 pore  noon,  morning  and  nighty 
Muft  turn  over  volumes  of  moahroiisfize, 
Enlighten  his  mind,  though  he  puts  out  his  eyes* 
Derry  down^  do<ujn^  down^  derry  down. 

If  f general  would  know  howtomufter  his  men# 
By  ihoufands,  by  hundreds,  by  fifties  by  ten, 

Or  level  his  fiege  on  high  caftle  or  town, 

He  muft  borrow  his  precepts  from  men  of  re- 
nown. 

Derry  do«tvn^  l^e. 

Would  a wry -fac'd  phyfician  or  lavryer  excel. 
In  harranguing  a court  or  the  fick  making  wthl 
He  fivft  muft  read  Galen  or  Littleton  through# 
E'er  he  gets  his  credentials  or  bufinefs  to  do. 
Derry  do^wrii  c* 

But  thefe  are  all  follies,  free  mafons  can  prove 
in  the  lodge  they  find  knowledge,  fair  virtue  and 
love  ; 

Without  deafening  their  carS;  without  blind Ij3g 
th-eir  eyes, 

They  find  the  compendious  way  to  be  wifct 
Derry  do^n^  Cc 
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WHEN  orient  Wifdo^jj  beam'd  iercne> 
And  piilard  Srcngth  arofc — 

When  Beauty  ting’d  the  glowing  Icene, 

And  Faith  her  manfiori  choft — 

Exulting  bands  the  Fabric  view'd; 

Myfterious  powers  ador’d  ; 

And  high  the  Tripple  Union  floods 
That  gave  the  Myjiic  IVord. 

Pale  Envy  wither'd  at  the  fight, 

And  frowning  o’er  the  pile, 

Cad’d  Murder  up  from  the  realms  of  nighty 
To  blaft  the  glorious  toF. 

With  ruffian  outrage  join’d  in  woe, 

They  form  the  leagues  abhorr'd; 

And  wounded  Science  felt  the  blow, 

That  crufh’d  the  IVord,^ 

Concealment,  from  fequefter’d  cove, 

On  fable  pinions  flew  : ^ 

A nd  o’er  the  lacriligious  grave, 

Her  veil  impervious  threw 
Th’  afibdate  band  in  folemn  ftate, 

The  awful  lofs  deplord’d  ; 

And  wifdom  mourn'd  therutblefs  fate, 
That  whelm’d  the  Myjiic  Word. 

At  length,  thro' Time's  expanded  fphere, 
Fair  Science  fpecds  her  way  ; 

And  w?,rm’d  by  Truth's  refulgence  clear, 
Refle<ft8  the  kindred  ray  — 

A fecond  Fabrick’s  towering  height, 
Proclaims  the  Sign  reftor’d  ; 

From  whofe  foundation — brought  to  lights 
Is  drawn  the  Myjiic  M^ord. 

To  depths  obfeure,  the  favor'd  Trine, 

A dreary  courfc  engage — 

Till  thro*  the  Arch,  the  ray  divine, 
illumes  the  facred  page  I 
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Erom  the  wide  wonders  of  this  blaze> 

Oar  ancient  Sign’s  refbor’d  ; 

The  Royal  *^tch  alone  dii^Iays, 

The  long  ioft  Mxftk  Word. 

SONG  XXX. 

JUST  ftraight  from  bis  home 
Sc-e  yon  candidate  come. 

Prepar’d  for  the  time  and  occahoh  : 

Of  all  that  can  harm 
We  will  him  dilarm. 

That  he  no  way  may  hurt  a Frec-mafon, 

His  eyes  cannot  fearch 
Out  the  way  of  his  march, 

N«)r  yet  where  his  Heps  he  limit  place  on 
When  hini  »4'e  receive, 

He  cannot  perceive 
How  he  came  to  be  made  a Frcc-mafqn. 

Then  he’ll  danger  (’cfy, 

And  on  heaven  rely 
For  Ihength  to  fiippirt  the  occahoH  ; 
With  the  bleTling  of  pray’r 
He  Mniilies  fear, 

;^nd  undaunted  is  made  a Free-ma^du. 

When  he  makes  his  clemind, 

Bv  the  mafterbs  ramimand- 
To  know  it  h Pit  for  the  ft  ill  an, 

Around  Peis  broug!it«» 

E’er  h"  get  what  he  fonirht 
From  a free  an  accepted  Vla'on. 

When  girded  wiih  care, 

By  the  help  of  the  ^qinre. 

The  emblem  of  tnf  h and  ofreafon, 

In  form  he  is  p’ac’d, 

While  to  aim  are  rehears’d 
The  myileries  of  a Frcc-mafo.u 


A P P E N D I X. 


sar 


Then  full  in^  his  fight 
Doth  ihine  the  grand  light, 

To  illumine  the  works  wlikh  we  trace  on  j 
And  now,  as  his  due, 

He’s  cloth’d  in  tuU  view 
With  the  badge  of  an  accepted  MafoUa 

Now  hark  ! we  enlarge 
On  the  duties  and  charge, 

Where  his  condud  and  walk  he  nluft  place  on  j 
Then  a bumper  we’ll  hll, 

And  thow  our  good  v/iil 
To  a free  and  an  acce  pted  mafon. 

SONG  XXXL 

To  the  Ladies 

ON  you  v/hoMafonry  defpife, 

This  council  1 beftow  ; 

Don’t  ridicule,  if  you  are  wife, 

A lecretyou  don’t  know  : 

Youidelves  you  banter,  but  not  k ; 

You  (hew  your  fpleen,  but  not  your  wit- 
With  a fa,  la,  &c. 

Infpiring  virtues  by  our  rules. 

And  in  ourf^ilvcs  fecure  : 

We  have  compaflion  for  thofe  foob 
Who  think  our  aefts  impure  : 

We  know  from  ignorance  proceeds 
Such  mean  opinions  of  our  deeds. 

, With  3 fa,  la,  &c. 

If  union  and  fincerity 

Mave  a pretence  to* picafe* 

We  brothers  of  Free-mafonry 
Lay  jutlly  claim  to  thefe  ; 

To  ftate  difputes  ne’er  give  birtbj,. 

©ur  motto  fri^ndlhip  is  and  mktb^ 

With  a fa,  la, 
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^om  e of  our  rules  1 will  mpart, 

B lit  imiit  conceal  the  rtit  ; 

^hey're  4‘e'y  iod^'d  in  in  dbiiii*  hearts, 

Within  each  honeft  breaft  : 
lov  :our  country  ana  uur  laws  ; 

■VVetoed  the  ladies  pH^ad  their  caufe.  • 
vViCh  a fa,  la,  &c. 

SONG  XXXIL 

THU3  happily  met,  united  and  free, 

A foretafte  of  heaven  we  prove  ; 

I ben  join  heart  and  hand^  and  finnly  agree 
To  cultivate  brotheny  love. 

With  corn,  wine,  «and  oil,  our  table  rep'cte. 
The  altar  of  fricnddiip  di\ine  ; 

Each  virtue  and  grace  the  circle  complete 
With  aid  of  the  mulical  nine. 

Thus  blefl,  and  thusbieffing,  employment  fu; 
preme  1 

May  mafonry  daily  increafe. 

Its  grand  Ich  me  of  morals  our  fav'rite  theme, 
The  fourcc  of  contentment  and  peace. 
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COTILLIONS. 


LE  PANTALOON. 

All  rcnnd,  and  2d  couples  (cpcfitiE) 
lichtand  Ufl  quite  *-ciind,  liirn  your  part- 
ners quite  round,  tbtn  balance  all  iciir  in  the 
middit.  chafL  4.  back  again,  take  your  partner 
with  both  hands  go  round  to  the  oppcfitc  coup*- 
le>  the  oppehte  coup'es  do  the  lame,  lb  eveiy 
one  conrie  to  their  iormer  places,  then  all  8' 
chaife,  back  again,  every  gentUman  balance 
with  his  partner,  and  turn  her  quite  round 
Third  and  Lurtb  coupies  do  the  fame  fignres. 

THE  COOpJETT'E 

All  round,  fu  fl  couple  fet  to  the  left  ccn'ple,' 
then  the  other  couples,  chaiTe all  4,  back  again, 
face  to  the  laft  ccrtp  e,  and  right  and  kft  quite 
round,  face  to  your  pmtner,  ebbtfe  only^five 
ift-ps,  back  agaiiq  turn  your  partner  to  her  for- 
raer  place  : The  ftcond  couple  to  the  lelt  pCr- 
torin  the  fame  hguress  and  foiiie  thii  d and  feurth" 
GoupJeo. 
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THE  CONVENTION. 

IMay  he  danced  the  tune  0^  Tork  FidJUien:*-^ 

All  round,  firft  and  oppofite  couples,  balance 
in  the  middle,  fet,  and  turn  contrary  partnerSt 
and  retreat  to  your  places,  the  other  two  couples 
do  the  fame,  chaife  all  ^ight  and  turn  the  lady  to 
•your  right  quite  round,  ebafle  back  to  your 
pieces  and  turn  the  lady  to  your  left,  then  form 
two  lines  long  v^ays  four  each  fide  balance^ 
crofs  bands  four,  each  corners,  balance  again, 
and  cTofs  hands  hack,  and  come  to  you  former 
places. 

GERMAN  SPA. 

All  round,  the  two  oppofite  couples  take  your 
partner's  bands, andchange  places;  chafll4  only 
fcve  fleps,  fo  back  again,  balance  in  the  middle, 
fet,  hallciofs  hands  that  you  may  be  in  your 
places,  the  fame  couple  turn  contrary  pzrtnert 
oppofite.  then  turu  your  own  with  your  right 
hand  half  way,  balance  with  your  partner,  fet;, 
half  right  and  left  with  the  oppofite  couples,* 
which  brings  you  to  your  former  places  the 
other  two  co  uples  do  the  fame- 

MISS  chandler’s  COTILTION. 

All  round,  right  and  left  all  eight  half  round 
until  you  meet  your  partners,  then  allemand 
with  your  partners  until  to  to  your  former  p*ares., 
chafie  all  eight,  turn  the  lady  to  your  right  quite 
round,  chafTe  b?xk  again  and  turn  the  lady  to 
your  left^  then  balance  with  your  partner  and 
iurn her  quite  round. 
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COUTRT  DANCES. 

■OQOOQCOC^ 


ZA  BELLE  CATHAEIH-E* 

B ALA.NCE  fowr,  then  kalf  right  and  kft-^the 
{ameback  again,  kad  down  the  middle.,  up- 
again , and  caft  oo€  couple,  then  fix  handj 
r^uad,  back  again . 

THS3SEW  POM?  EOOM, 

Call  oi  two  couples,  up  again,  four  bands 
I'ialf  round  at  the  top,  back  again,  lead  down 
the  middle,  up  again  and  call  off  one  couple, 
i%ht  and  left  at  top. 

CS^iFFlXe'S  FANCY* 

The  gentleman  crofs  bjetween  the  ftcon<l 
^iiid  third  ladk%  his  partner  do  the  fame  between 
the  lecond  ami  third  gentkmeiij  balance^ 
Sx,  And  fet,  then  turn  your  partner  half 
way,  four  hands  crofs  half  round  at  bottom  back 
again,  right  and  left  at  top. 

CO^ISTAIJCY. 

€fofs  ha^ds  half  round  at  top,  back  again « 
lead  dowsa  the  middle,  up  again  and  caft  off 
onecoi^ple,  balance  tix,  ktand  turn  your  patt- 
ncr  «^uite  mimd,  right  and  kit  at  top, 

LADY  B¥CE LEY’S  WHIM. 

C<  f eff  two  conp’es.  up  again^  lead  down 


so  6 
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fUe  ml-!  Ije,  u a^ain\  the  gentlcm  in  Hands  be- 
t^veea  ill:  :op  coiu-e,  and  ais  partner  between 
*th-:-  tai:vl.  coiip-c,  biiance  ail  fix  in-  the  middle 
r,nJ  turn  your  putn-.r,  right  ahd  left  at  top. 


THE  YOUNG  WIDOW. 


Four  hands  acrofs  h I'f  round  at  top,  back  a* 
gai:i,  lead  down  the  middle  and  turn  your  part- 
ner hait  way  then  up  again,  and  caft  offoac 
conp;ie.  the  hift  geniitman  Hand  between  the 
lecpa.iaud  third  ladies,  (b  'iis  partner  between 
the  iecond  and  third  gentium:  n,  balance  all  fix, 
then  all  hi-f  wa/  round,  fine  couple  Hand  HUJ, 
when  the  fecond  and  third  couples  balance  in 
ihe  middle  and  ha  f right  and  kft,  fo  every  one 
came  to  their  former  places. 


THE  IMPEKXAL. 


Balance  three  couples,  change  places,  back 
a.raiM . lead  down  the  middle,  up  again,  and  caH 
otr  one  couple,  right  and  left  at  top. 


THE  FEDERALI3 


Down  ouI.aIc,  up  again,  lead  down  the  mid- 
dle, up  and.caii  off  cliaffe  acrofs  with  the  third 
coupie,  right  and  left  with  the  fecond. 


T'HEWAYTOGET  MARRIED. 


The  firft  lady  balance  to  third  gentleman,  and 
lurn  the  fecond— the  gentian^in  perform  the 
fame  ; lead  down  the  mlddlc,  iiD — caft  off,  right 
^nd  kf:. 


the  IRISH  V/EDDING. 

The  firft  couple  breza  around  the  frcond  cou- 
ple, then  round  the  third  couple,  ch  mge  bt  ow 
the  third  and  cail  up  one  couple,  change 
rglu  and  kft. 

RICKETT,?’  RI#E. 

The  hrft  coupk  down  out  fide,  kad  up  the 
middle  and  caft  cf,"  one  couple  ; th.  f.  con  am- 
pie  perfjrm  the  iaAie  ; l ad  do  A-n  the  middle,  up 
iilgain,  call  off,  right  and  ie  tt 

THE  miser, 

Flrft  and  f:.cond  couple  nct^ofi  back 

gain,  down  outfude  and  crolh  bol  the  thiui 
couple  and  call  up  one  couple  ; ba-ance,  give 
your  partner  your  ri;;ht  hand  and  chance  To  as 
to  idand  between  the  i cond  ct'iipk,  and  your 
partner  between  the  third  couple  baiarice,  and 
give  right  hands  roiuvd  to  your  places. 

prince’s  favorite 

Six  balance,  change  hdes  balance,  an^  back  a- 
gain  ; lead  ’own  the  mid.  le,  i p.  c?ft  c fiVcl'..  ife 
acrofs  in  the  centre  with  the  thi^d  coupie  . back 
again,  down  outhde,  up  again,  light  and  kft  at 
top. 

DE  LA  EISTILLE. 


Down  outhele.  up  again,  c'^nfs  over  one  cou' 
pk.  hx  balance  half  round  fecond  and  third 
couple  h-iif  right  and  left,  then  the  hrd  and  kc- 


APPENDIX. 


ASfELIA^S  BIRTHJLIGKT^ 

Four  hands  half  round*  back,  lead  down  the 
middle,  up,  caft;  off, fix  half  round,  back,  right 
and  left. 

CAPT.  BRINTHAL's  favorite. 

Down  out  fide,  up  , chaiTe  acrofs  with  fecond 
couple,  back,  lead  down  the  nuodle,  up,  catl  off 
right  and  left. 

HOLLOW  DRUM. 

Firfl  lady  balance  to  fecond  gentleman,  then 
firft  gentlemafi  to  fecond  lady , four  half  round, 
back,  lead  down  the  middle,  up,  caft  eff,  right 
and  left. 

CITY  OF  PARIS. 

Firft  gentleman  turns  fecond  lady  quite  round, 
firft  lady  do  the  fame  with  fccond  gentleman^ 
change  Tides  with  partner,  back,  lead  down  the 
middle,  up,  caft  off,  right  and  left. 

SPIRIT  OF  FRANCE. 

Firft  lady  turns  the  fecond  gentleman  quite 
round,  the  firft  gentleman  do  the  fame  with  lee- 
ond  lady,  four  half  round,  back  again,  lead  down 
the  middle,  up,  caft  off,  right  and  k ft. 

MARSKEONIS. 

Firft  and  fecond  couple  balance,  half  round, 
balance  and  back,  lead  dowm  the  middle,  up, caff 
eff,  right  and  left* 
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